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CHAPTER I. 



The House was tolerably fiill ; for though 
there was no important business on the 
paper, there were some questions to be 
asked, in which interest was felt ; and the 
discussion on the motion of Mr. Euripides 
Jones, though not regarded in a serious Hght, 
was expected to afford some amusement. 

Before the business comrnenced, Mrs. 
Ivory inquired if the French Government 
were not boimd, by their contract with the 
VOL. in. B 
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British Government, to bear half the cost 
of lighting the sub-marine railway tunnel 
between Dover and Calais ; and whether 
the representative of the French Govern- 
ment had not been remonstrated with as 
to the manned in which the new mode of 
lighting the timnel — the invention of a 
French engineer — was carried out? 

The Chancellor of the Exchequer re- 
plied that it was quite true, as stated in 
the question of her hon. friend, that an 
engagement such as she mentioned had 
been entered into on the part of the two 
Governments ; and there was no misunder- 
standing whatever as to their mutual 
obligation in that respect. It was likewise 
true that there had been some, she could 
scarcely term them complaints — she would 
rather say that explanations had been re- 
quired as to one or two details in the new 
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plan of lighting ; but as these were matters 
for the most friendly interchange of ideas 
between the representatives of the two 
coimtries, she ventured to express a hope 
that her hon. friend would be satis- 
fied with her assurance, that the public 
interests — the interests of the travelling 
pubHc — would be the paramoimt con- 
sideration with both Governments (hear, 
hear). 

Sir Hector Penguin rose, amid some 
applause, to ask the question that stood 
in his name on the paper, — namely, to ask 
the Secretary for the Home Department if 
his attention had been called to the tact, 
that it was mucli the habit, more especiaUy 
of late, on the part of certain persons, to 
drop, or throw, from balloon-cars and aerial 
ships, and other such vehicles, empty bot- 
tles, meat-bones of various kinds, oyster- 
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sliells (laughter), periwinkle shells (laugh- 
ter), paper bags of soot or flour (laughter), 
and other dangerous or injurious articles ; 
and whether he did not consider it the 
duty of the Government to station a certain 
number of the PoHce steam-balloons in dif- 
ferent quarters of the city, with the view, 
if possible, of overtaking and bringing to 
justice those guilty of such dangerous or 
improper practices (cheers). 

Chancellor of the Exchequer. — * In the 
unavoidable absence of my right hon. fiiend 
the Home Secretary, perhaps my hon. friend 
would receive the answer to his question 
from my lips (hear, hear). Then I beg to 
inform my hon. fiiend and the House, that 
the subject of his very laudable inquiry 
has received the serious attention of the 
Government (cheers). Fully admitting as 
we do the danger of the objectionable 



THE NEXT GENERATION. 



practices so justly complained of, we have 
already taken such steps as we hope may 
lead at once to a serious diminution of the 
evil, and ultimately prevent such practices 
altogether (hear, hear). We have sta- 
tioned the swiftest of the Police steam- 
balloons and cars in the most convenient 
parts of the city ; and it is our intention 
to provide a greater niunber of those means 
of precaution if the niunber now at our 
disposal be foimd inadequate to the purpose 
(hear, hear). We have likewise deter- 
mined to issue licenses, at a very small 
annual charge, and to make these capable 
of being suspended, revoked, or altogether 
cancelled, in case of conviction (cheers). 
But, as my hon. friend and the House will 
see, we must rely for the cure of the evil 
very much on the good sense and the good 
feeling of the pubHc, so that an amuse- 
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ment of a harmless and exhilarating nature 
—as aerial travelling undoubtedly is (hear, 
hear) — should not be made a means of 
injury or annoyance to those who prefer 
the solid earth to the Hquid air (hear, hear). 
The evil, as the Government are prepared 
to admit, is one that must be grappled with 
at once, in consequence of the fast-increas- 
ing employment of different descriptions of 
aeronautic vehicles, whether balloons, cars, 
or ships, with or without steam. In a few 
days we shall be prepared to lay a bill on 
the table with the object I have proposed. 
However, I make no hesitation in now 
stating — ^indeed, I am boimd to do so, from 
the very general anxiety I am aware is 
felt on the subject (hear, hear) — that, 
besides the issue of licenses, which all 
owners of aeronautic vehicles will be com- 
pelled to take out, we propose that no cer- 
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tificate be granted without it being satis- 
fectorily proved to competent examiners — 
Professors of the Aeronautic Institute — 



that the party applying for the license is 
capable of managing the particular class of 
vehicle for which the license is sought 
(cheers). The House will see, in the ac- 
counts of collision and accident — in one 
lamentable inatance eventuating, I am sorry 
to say, in the loss of five Hves — that have 
lately been the subject of inquiry, the abso- 
lute necessity of this precaution (cheers). 
I hope the statement I have made will 
prove satisfactory to the House and the 
country' (loud cheers). 

' Sir Hector,' said the Member for Bal- 
moral, looking up to his leader with a 
soothing expression of reverence, *you 
have done an inestimable public service. 
You may well be proud of the result of 
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your timely interference. It was a patriotic 
act/ 

^ Cameron, it was my duty/ This was 
Sir Hector's Spartan answer to his follower's 
eulogium. 

^ But you did it well, Sir Hector,' said 
Colonel Macnamara. 

^ Order, order ! Notices of Motion,' from 
the Chair. ^ Classical Lectures for the 
Million/ annoimced the Chief Clerk. 

* Mr. Euripides Jones,' called the 
Speaker. 

Mr. Jones was tall and thin, with a 
long, mild, patient-looking face, light hair, 
and a voice generally soft and well modu- 
lated, but high and shrill under excite- 
ment. Mr. Jones had no reverence, on the 
contrary, he entertained a lofty scorn, for 
things modem. All his veneration, all his 
enthusiasm, was for the past — its literature. 
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its art, its ciistoms, and its laws. He be- 
lieved in and worshipped certain magnates 
of classical literature. First in his esteem 
were the three great dramatists of Greece 
^ — iEschylus, Euripides, and Sophocles. 
Homer came next in succession; then VirgU ; 
while Ovid he reserved for his lighter 
reading. Indeed he never wandered abroad, 
whether amid the wild scenery of his native 
Wales, or through the Parks of London, 
without a copy of the latter author in his 
pocket — ^imtil, to his mind, every grove 
became haimted groimd, and in the sigh of 
the trees, or the whisper of the wind as it 
moved the branches of some shrub, or 
stirred the surface of stream, or pond, or 
lonely tarn, he heard the plaint of an im- 
prisoned divinity. For modem warfare 
Mr. Jones felt, and did not hesitate to 
express, the most sincere contempt. To 
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liis mind, gunpowder, fulminating cotton, 
nitro-glycerine, &c., were an abomination ; 
not because these and similar articles were 
not tremendous agents of human destruc- 
tion, but that their use reduced all to a 
dead level of purely chemical or mechanical 
skill. Mr. Jones held there was but one 
means of saving the world from the degra- 
dation into which, he continued, it had 
sunk — going back to the Age of Homer ; or, 
were that not altogether practical, imbuing 
the pubHc mind with the true Homeric 
spirit. But, perhaps, it is better that Mr. 
Jones, who is on his legs, should be allowed 
to propound his own views. Having 
shown how easy it would be to provide for 
the giving of lectures on the art, the litera- 
ture, and mythology of Greece and Rome, 
he thus continued: — 

' Look, Sir,' said he, * at the manner in 
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which we fight our battles in these degen- 
erate days ! Where is the grandeur, where 
the poetry — where the figures that stand 
out from the canvas with majestic indi- 
viduality? War is now mere brutal 
butchery — a gigantic battue, in which men 
are killed, instead of pheasants (hear, hear, 
and oh, oh !). The latest improvements in 
gunnery consist simply in the plurality of 
shots, and the greater length of range. 
We are told that the Cuthbert mitrailleuse 
fires 20,000 shots in five minutes, and kills 
at two miles; and that the 1,000 lb. shell 
from the Norton gun may be thrown ten 
miles with certainty, and, with an extra 
charge of nitro-glycerine, may reach fifteen 
nules. Do you call that War? Do you 
characterise that as glorious ? What is there 
glorious in killing a man at two miles' dis- 
tance, or shelling a city from an adjoining 
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county (laughter) ? I can see nothing 
glorious in a huge shell crammed with old 
iron and combustibles. I term its use 
mean and wicked. Sir, we fight now-a- 
days with chemistry and telescopes, with 
hydraulics and mechanics — not with men 
and muscle. This is the Age of Long Ranges 
(laughter). We fire at a red, or blue, or 
grey dot or line, two or six miles off; and 
if we happen to strike it — as we do with 
the aid of calculation and powerful lenses — 
we call this heroic ; and we receive crosses, 
and pensions, and public honours for our 
dexterity, or our luck (laughter). Sir, I 
would abolish gunpowder and all chemicals 
in warfare, and compel mankind to go back 
to the lance and the sword, the javelin and 
the bow, the ram, the arbalast, and the 
catapult (ironical laughter). Give to man. 
Sir, the natural protection of his own 
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strength and courage, or the artificial 
defence of breastplate and buckler; thus 
war would be more heroic, and less demo- 
ralising. Chivalry caught somewhat of the 
spirit of that glorious period when men 
fought with the gods, and men were not 
unworthy of the gods with whom they # 
fought. But the Age of Chivalry, like the 
Age of Heroes, is gone ; and now we have 
arrived, through gradations in degrada- 
tion, at the Age of Shams and Long 
Eanges (laughter). Gimpowder is death 
to the Oratory of the Battle-field. Who ' 
caQ be eloquent whHe legions of shells are 
shrieking in the air, and the solid earth 
trembles beneath the shock of five or six 
hundred cannon? Impossible. Where, 
any longer, do we hear of those protid 
defiances, those thrilling incentives to 
mutual ardour, which distinguished the 
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conflicts of the Ancients ? '^ At them, lads!" 
"Pitch into those beggars, my pippins!" 
(laughter). This, Sir, is the boasted rhetoric 
of our modem heroism I This is, to my 
mind, the jargon of rat-hunting or badger- 
baiting — not the inspiration of the true 
military enthusiasm (ironical cheers). From 
this lack of heroism other evils follow. 
Look at our Letters and our Arts. Take 
our Poetry, for instance, — ^is there anything 
in it, with exceptions so rare that they 
only prove the rule ? Nothing. It is 
vulgar, or it is common-place — it is incom- 
prehensible, or it is trivial. The ravings of 
a dyspeptic cabin-boy, or the maimderings 
of a milliner's apprentice — these. Sir, are 
the subjects that inspire our modem Muse 
(oh, oh) 1 With Poetry, as with Art — all is 
common-place. A peasant on a donkey, a 
woman awkwardly rocking a cradle, a cat 
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washing its face at a cottage-window, two 
young persons looking at each other in 
positions most perplexing to the spectator 
(laughter) — ^this is what we dignify by the 
name of Art ! Namby-pambyisnf, Sir, is 
the greatest vice of our times. We require 
a revolution, and that a startling one, to 
rouse us from our miserable self-com- 
placency, and make us feel ashamed of our 
contente'd abasement. I ask you. Sir — I 
put it with confidence to the House — what 
nation can be really great that is content 
with admiring a pictin:e of a tattered urchin 
straddled on a pig's back, or a cat washing 
its whiskers (laughter)? We must undo 
our work, or we are lost. We must level 
up, not level down. We must ascend the 
stream, and drink of the pure foimt, and 
abandon the puddle and soap-suds of a 
lower sphere (oh, oh) ! I would fill the 
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mind of mankind with the true classical 
spirit. I desire to see the dramas of 
ancient Greece performed in the Minories 
and in Marylebone — in the Cowgate of 
Glasgow and in the Liberties of Dublin 
(laughter). I would make the books of 
Homer a daily study to our you^; I 
would compel Virgil to be read, imder a 
penalty, both in country and in town, 
more particularly in the coimtry ; and for 
the debasing Hterature of which Tom 
Thumb, and Red Riding Hood, and Goody 
Two-shoes, are the fittest exemplars, I 
would substitute the delightful pages of 
Ovid, to my judgment the highest moral 
instructor of all poets, living or dead (much 
laughter). I would infuse the spirit of 
the Anciente into our moribund civilisation 
— I would restore to a degenerate world the 
age of gods and heroes — I would people 
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our groves and sylvan glades with forms of 
love and beauty (oh, oh) ! I may not carry 
my motion now (laughter). I did not 
expect I should. I may be derided (no, 
no). I can endure it (hear, hear). But 
the day will come, and I may live to see it, 
when the tragedies over which the feirest 
maids of Greece dropped pearly tears, wiU 
yet bedew with generous emotion the 
manly visages of the roughs of White- 
chapel ; and when the stately verse of 
Homer will banish the inane frivolities of 
the singing-saloons of CamberweU and 
Hackney' (laughter and some cheers). 

' Who seconds the motion V asked Mr. 
Speaker. 

There is a pause, and the motion is 

very near dropping stiU-bom, when, in 

answer to the appeaKng glance of the 

mover, a member raises his hat. 
VOL. ni. c 
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On the question being put, there were 
calls of ^ Primrose ! Primrose !' 

The Member for West Hayshire was a 
general favourite. Rosy as an apple, strong 
as a cob, and gifted with a laugh that no 
blue-devUs could withstand, Practical Prim- 
rose was one of the best farmers in a coxmty 
celebrated for its agriculture. Having, in 
private, imparted his views of Mr. Jones's 
* rubbishing motion ' to his friend the 
Member for Balmoral, he was prevailed on 
by that gentleman to give the benefit of 
those views to Parliament and the country. 
The report of his speech, of which his im- 
imdiate friends and constituents felt very 
proud, is taken verbatim from the Jupiter 
of the next morning.* 

Mr. P. Primrose, who was cheered on 
risiag, said, — 

* The otibier speeches are from the same accurate som-ce. 
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^ Sir, I oppose the motion of the hon. 
gentleman, the Member for Snowdon, and 
I intend to express my opinions pretty- 
plainly; for I can tell you, Mr. Speaker, 
the world has been too long humbugged 
and bamboozled with this matter of classics, 
and classical education, and nonsense of 
the kind (laughter). I expected some of 
you would laugh at me, because I touch 
you on a tender point. But I don't care 
about a laugh — it don't break bones (hear, 
hear). Mr. Speaker, I am a plain man 
(a voice, " Very," much laughter, and hear, 
hear). At any rate, whatever may be 
the opinions on that score — and I remark. 
Sir, it is well for some of my neighbours 
that tastes differ (laughter) — I am deter- 
mined to speak my mind on this subject 
of classical lectures for the million (hear, 
hear). Sir, I am a plain man (hear. 
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hear, and laughter). Well, have it your 
own way — please yourselves, and you'll 
please me — I won't quarrel with you on 
that head; but I repeat what I said be- 
fore — it is well for some of my neighbours 
that tastes differ as to beauty and that kind 
of thing (hear, hear). Sir, I was going 
to make a calculation that probably would 
astonish the weak nerves of a financial 
reformer, if there be any such person alive 
in these days (laughter). Our National 
Debt is now not more than half what it 
was twenty years since, in the time of 
that eminent man — I really beg pardon, 
but the name has escaped me (a laugh) ; 
however, that is of no^ consequence here or 
there. Well, Sir, if the money expended 
during the present century in teaxjhing 
these classics to our children, had been 
appHed to pay off the National Debt, we 
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should have very little of it remaining at 
this moment. I have been favoured by 
my hon. friend, the Member for Bal- 
moral, with an ingenious calculation to 
that effect (hear, hear, and laughter). And 
I ask, what good have these classics done 
this country, or any country ? I am a 
plain man (much laughter), and I like to 
ask plain questions. Are we the better, 
or the happier, or the stronger, or the 
heartier, for all this heathen rubbish ? 
(laughter, "Oh, oh!'' and cries of " Shame!" 
from Mr. Jones). Hon. gentlemen and 
hon. ladies may cry " Oh, oh !" but. 
Sir, I stick to rubbish (laughter). Now 
that you are in good temper, I proceed. 
The cost of this stuff is not all ; it is the 
nonsense and the folly of it that I most 
object to. Let us just take a peep at 
these gods, and goddesses, and nymphs, and 
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other strange characters; yes, let us look 
at one or two of them, as a sample of 
the pack (laughter). Suppose they ever 
had any existence — and, I may tell you, 
I don't believe they had (a laugh) — I be- 
lieve it is all rubbish and lies (continued 
laughter) — I say, let us ask ourselves, are 
these the kind of gentry we should like 
to be intimate with, or to introduce to 
our wives and daughters (laughter) ? As 
a plain man, I ask hon. members, what 
do they think of Jupiter (prolonged 
laughter)? — the most splendid fellow of 
the lot — the top-sawyer of Olympus. In 
a mixed assembly of this kind, I cannot 
speak out my mind so plainly as I would 
wish to do ; but take this grand fellow 
at his best — as your classical poets de- 
scribe him — and what can be more rickety 
than his moral character (laughter)? To 
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be sure, lie looks very fine in marble, and 
stucco, and what not — and so do more 
of US, who are none the better for that 
(hear, hear). He was a very dignified 
gentleman, no doubt ; and so is my parish 
beadle (oh, oh) ! But who would like 
to see him in his femily circle ? Others 
may. Sir — not I, for one. If he lived 
in these times — and mind I don't say he 
lived in any times, for I don't believe one 
blessed syllable of the whole rubbish — 
we should see his name figuring pretty 
often as a co-respondent (oh, oh! and 
laughter). Why, Sir, you wouldn't know 
where you were, when you might have 
this Mr. Jupiter in through your skylight, 
or down your chimney (laughter). No, 
Sir, not for me — such play-acting gentry 
wouldn't do for me. I wouldn't allow the 
fellow inside my door, or return his salute 
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if I met him in the street — though there 
is not much fear of that (laughter). Then, 
Sir, there is Venus. I suppose the hon. 
member for Snowdon would require the 
Royal Lecturers to indulge their pupils 
with an elaborate biography of this amiable 
and fascinating lady ' (laughter). 

Mr. Jones — 'Why not?' (laughter). 

Mr. P. Primrose, — 'My hon. Mend 
asks. Why not? WeU, Sir, I allow my 
hon. fiiend to imagine why not — I shan't 
condescend to particulars (laughter). I 
don't want to say anything against the 
sex (cries " Name "— " What sex ?") What 
sex should it be but the one? (a voice, 
" There are two ") — WiU the hon. member 
give me time to finish my sentence? I 
say, what sex but the one to which 
the hussy belonged (oh, oh! and hear, 
hear). Do not take me as willing to run 
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down the fair sex, or a^ being a woman- 
hater. I am nothing of the kind, Sir, — 
nothing whatever of the kind (laughter) 
— very far from it, I can assure my hon. 
friends (laughter). Women are all well 
and good in their proper place ("Where?'' 
" Name '') — ^wherever that may be (laugh- 
ter). Seriously, is this Venus the sort of 
yoimg woman we should admire? (hear, hear, 
from certain benches). 

Mr. Jones — Most certainly (laughter). 

Mr. P. Primrose — I don't blame my 
young friends — I was yoimg myself (cries 
of "When, when?") Pray don't be too 
curious. But is she a proper example for 
our wives and daughters, or is she a safe 
acquaintance for our sons (hear, hear)? I 
haven't much feeling to throw away upon 
gentry of that class ; but if I had a feeling 
of pity to spare, it would be for the im- 
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fortunate husband of that most ill-con- 
ducted young woman (laughter). She led 
him a pretty dance.' 

Mr. 'Jones — *No ; he was lame' (laughter). 

Mr. P. Primrose — *Then, Sir, the more 
the pity for him, and the more the shame 
for her (much laughter). And can the 
hon. Member for Snowdon stand up in this 
House, and place his hand upon his breast, 
and, as an honest man, tell this House 
he approves of the way in which this 
Venus brought up that brat of hers ( " Oh, 
oh !" and " Name " ) ? You know him well 
enough, — Cupid ( laughter ). Goodness 
knows the world has had enough of your 
Cupids ever since (laughter). Why, Sir, 
not one of my servant-maids would give a 
fartlung for a valentine that hadn't this 
young puppy in it, as large as life, firing 
with his bow and arrow at a heart as big as 
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■ _ - _ , — 

a bullock's (laughter). But, I ask, wasn't 
his mother's bringing up of this " divinity " 
charming? I say it was shocking — in- 
decent, Sir. And what was the result? 
Why before the yoimg rascal was, I don't 
know how old, he was philandering with 
Psyche — perhaps the best of the lot, 
though that doesn't say much for the rest 
{a laugh). And, look at Apollo ! — a good- 
for-nothing, lazy, idle, strapping yoimg 
fellow ( laughter ) — vagabondising about 
the world, playing on some kind of musical 
instrument (a voice — "The lyre"). The liar, 
{laughter) — the right name for it. If he 
was satisfied with harmless amusement of 
that kind, one would let him have it and 
welcome. But his conduct to Niobe and her 
poor daughters proved. Sir, that a man may 
be a fine musician, and have a bad heart into 
the bargain (laughter). . I admit this Apollo 
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was a fine-limbed, well-formed yoimg man ; 
but if I had my way, I'd soon see what 
a few months' wholesome exercise on our 
patent crank would do for him' (laughter). 

Mr. Jones — ' I say, shame ! ' (much 
laughter). 

Mr. P. Primrose — * Shame, indeed! Sir, 
I should like to give the whole lot of them 
a taste of the same ; and I believe they 
would all be the better for it before break- 
fast, with a Uttle mat-making after, as a 
digester' (laughter). 

Mr. Jones — * Monstrous ! — positively 
monstrous ' (laughter) ! 

Mr. P. Prinarose — I pass by Juno; 
only remarkiQg that she was too much of 
a termagant for any quiet man's house 
(laughter) ; and that scamp Mercury, who 
in this country would be a ticket-of-leave 
man of the worst class (oh, oh) ; and 
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many more besides — other bright models, 
according to the Member for Snowdon, for 
the imitation of the rising generation. 
There are also your nymphs, and your 
shepherds, and your shepherdesses — a 
choice lot ! Some of them are strolling 
about with very short petticoats, and the 
others minding sheep. Heaven help the 
sheep (laughter) ! Minding sheep ? — ^mak- 
ing love. Sir (great laughter) ! Would any 
man in his senses trust his property to 
such a set of idle, pipe -playing, love- 
making scamps ? And these are your gods 
and goddesses, and the minor luminaries 
(laughter) ! Then we have the hon. gen- 
tleman's heroes ! I suppose Achilles must 
take precedence. This is the gentleman 
whom his mother caught by the heel, and 
dipped in the Styx (hear, hear). Pity she 
did not give him the stick when he was 
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growing up (oh, oh)! and he might be 
the better for it. Why, Sir, the fellow 
was a mutineer of the first water ; and if I 
were Agamemnon — if ever there was such 
a person, which I piously doubt (laughter) 
— I'd have taken him out some fine morning 
and shot him before his own tent (oh, oh). 
Upon my word and honour, as an honest man, 
I would ' (laughter). After referring in im- 
complimentary terms to Homer and to 
Virgil, whose nu^ poems, he said, would 
put all the farmers of otir days into the 
GazettCy the hon. member continued, — . 

' I think, Mr. Speaker, I have not been 
much out when I called the whole thing a 
parcel of old rubbish — a lot of worthless 
nonsense, that costs heaps of good money, 
and isn't worth the keeping when it is 
learned (oh, oh!). But if we are to 



THE NEXT GENERATION. 31 

make the acquaintance of all these worthies, 
why can't we do so in plain English? 
Surely that language is good enough for 
them — too good for them, according to my 
notion. But that won't do ; we must have 
it aU in the origuial ! Why so ? Oh, we 
must have oin- classical quotations for our 
grand speeches (laughter). Will you have 
my opinion on classical quotations (hear, 
hear) ? Then I don't believe that in any 
assembly — I don't care where — fifty per- 
sons know the real meaning of one quotation 
in ten ( oh, oh ! and laughter). I put 
this matter to proof. I take the case of the 
mover of this motion himself, and I ask 
him, didn't he insert three quotations in his 
last speech at the Snowdon Agricultural 
Dinner — two Latin and one Greek ; and 
weren't they cheered like mad (laughter) ? — 



32 THE NEXT GENERATION. 

and will he tell me that ten persons — five 
persons — at that dinner- xmderstood one 
word of them ' (laughter) ? 

Mr. Jones. — ' Most decidedly they did ' 
(renewed laughter). 

Mr. P. Primrose. — ' The hon. gentleman 
won't venture to say how many. But, Sir, 
when one of yoiu* classical speakers fe.voui:s 
us with a neat quotation, every one cheers 
or laughs, as the case may be — that is, 
when some one gives the cue to the rest ; 
and I do believe, if it was the fashion to 
cry over them, we should have people with 
onions in their pockets, to draw tears from 
their eyes (laughter and oh, oh!) — all 
to prove that they had been classically 
educated ! And now, Sh% the Member for 
Snowdon calls on the State to spend the 
public money in cramming this rubbish into 
the heads of o\xr yoimg folk^ as if they 
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hadn't enough of foolish thoughts, and to 
spare too, in their heads ahready. I am a 
plain man (hear, hear), and being a plain 
man (hear, hear) I won't stand such non- 
sense ; and if I was obliged to go by myself 
into the Lobby against the motion^ I would 
do it. Let us teach our boys and girls — 
girls especially — to be good and honest, to 
read and write and cipher, to work and 
sew, to be tidy, and keep themselves clean 
and nice (laughter) ; and let us leave those 
bare -legged scamps and philanderers of 
Olympus for those who are rich enough 
to pay for their improfitable acquaintance ' 
(partial applause). 

Mr. Job Johnson said, — * As a working 
man myself, and the representative of those 
who Uve by the skill of their hands and 
the sweat of their brow, I claim the right 
of saying a few words on this motion 

VOL. III. D 
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(cheers). I object, Sir, to the hon. gentle- 
man's — I won't call them ravings, for that 
would not be becoming (laughter) — I will 
say his ideas. The member for West Hay- 
shire has said sufficient of the character of 
the friends of the hon. mover, and I can 
add nothing on that head, for a very good 
reason — that I know nothing about them 
(hear, hear, from Mr. Jones) ; and what 
is more, I tell the hon. gentleman, I don't 
want to (laughter). What the youth of 
these countries requires is not a prolonged 
course of this fantastic fiction, the sweet- 
meats and lollipops of literature (laughter), 
but good wholesome food for the mind and 
the heart (hear, hear). The kind of thing 
the hon. member recommends is as useless 
to the million as the collection of an old 
curiosity-shop, where you find chairs that 
no one can sit upon without risking a pain 
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in his bax^k (laughter), and scraps of rusty 
old iron that OTight long since to have gone 
to the melting-furnace. I have no rever- 
ence for what are called your Days of 
Chivalry. I can honour human courage 
and patriotic devotion as well as any man, 
and so can those of my class ; but I don't 
care to recall the times when the people 
were nothing, and only a very few were 
everything (hear, hear). Sh% the educa- 
tion that we require, and insist on having, 
is that which makes us better and wiser — 
which fits us for the world we live in, and 
best prepares us^ for the world to come 
(hear, hear). This life is not one for 
nursing idle dreams ; but it is one of stem 
realities, in which men and women, who 
now are placed on a common platform of 
equality (cheers), have to battle for their 
daily bread, and to do so in the face of the 
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world. The best education is that which 
fits us for our special business ; that makes 
the mariner sure of his path on the ocean, 
and brave in the midst of the tempest ; 
that renders the miner safe in the mine, 
and the mechanic skilful at the bench and 
in the workshop ; that enables us to turn 
the elements of air, and fire, and water, to 
our purposes, and renders them obedient 
to o\xr will (cheers). It must be good, and 
sound, and usefiil ; it must give us greater 
aptitude for ovoc special work, and enable 
us to compete with the other nations in 
our various industries, and match them, if 
possible, in those things in which they 
seem to excel, but in which a certain 
number of us may in time equal, if 'not 
excel, them (hear, hear). That, Sn*, is 
what we want, and what, I am glad to say, 
we are having (hear, hear). Let those 
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who possess a taste for such matters enjoy 
the reading recommended by the hon. gen- 
tleman; but, for my part, I prefer to be 
acquainted with what is passing around me 
in all parts of this modem world of ours, 
filled with men and women like ourselves, 
to troubling myself with the squabbles of 
the Greeks and the Trojans, and the bad 
conduct of a parcel of so-called gods and 
goddesses, and trumpery persons of that 
description (hear, hear). I believe, Sir, 
education is the great lever by which man- 
kind is to be elevated and regenerated; 
but, to dp its work, it must be based on 
sound knowledge and true religion, and 
not on idle dreams aud unmoral fables^ 
(cheers). 

The Vice-President of the Privy Coun- 
cil (Mra Taylotu'-Robertson) said, — ^ I feel 
sure the hon. gentleman, the member 
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for Snowdon, entertains no hope of his 
motion being successful ; that he rather 
desires an opportunity of developing his 
ideas imder the most favourable circimi- 
stances for his purpose ; and thiat, having 
obtained the desired opportunity, he will 
be content with the discussion which has 
taken place, and not ask the House to 
divide upon it (hear, hear). The Impe- 
rial Government, as the hon. member 
must be aware, has control only over those 
institutions which are maintained at the 
expense of the Imperial Exchequer, and 
which may be termed National in the 
widest sense. Now the management of 
those institutions is in the hands of re- 
sponsible and fuUy-qu^,lified persons, quite 
capable of directing them in the best 
manner; and having listened with due 
attention to the address of the hon. 
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member, I must say I can see no reason 
T^hatever why their arrangements, which 
are liberal, and their control, which is en- 
lightened, should be in any way interfered 
with (cries of " Hear, hear "). I assume 
the House does not consider it necessary 
that I should enter upon the general 
subject revised by the hon. member, espe- 
cially as I can perceive no practical issue 
involved in his resolution. But I may 
say that I agree very much with what 
has faQen from my hon. friend who 
spoke "last (Mr. Job Johnson), and who 
80 worthily and so ably represents his 
class in this House (cheers). I agree 
with him that education should be suited 
to its pin^pose, and that that purpose 
ought to be the making a nation piurer, 
better, happier (hear, hear), — more cap- 
able of battling with and surmoimting 
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the diflSculties of life, — more capable of ex- 
celling in all those pursuits and enterprises 
in which we, as a nation, necessarily- 
come into con^petition with other nations, 
our rivals as well in our own markets 
as in the markets of the world (hear, 
hear) ; — I would add, Sir, more capable 
of enjoying the affections of home, the 
beauties and wonders of the earth, and 
the heavens, and the sea — enjoying those 
moral and intellectual delights which 
spring from the undefiled sources of the 
himian heart, or the most admirable pro- 
ductions of human genius (cheers). This 
kind of education has, for several years 
past, been given by common consent to 
all, — to women as well as to men (hear, 
hear), and with a result which is best 
seen in our steady progress in the march 
of improvement (cheers). One of the 
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happiest and most conspicuous results of 
the education which is now universal, 
is the obliteration of the imgenerous dis- 
tinction that, at no remote day, marked 
my sex as an inferior race, branded by 
Nature as incompetent to deal with ques- 
tions beyond those of mere domestic life 
(cheers). We have not waited for this 
Session to set that ungenerous delusion 
for ever at rest (renewed cheers). How- 
ever, Sir, I shall not be tempted to pur- 
sue that theme any farther on this oc- 
casion. As to the hon. member's general 
ideas, I can only now express a general 
opinion. It would be an unpardonable 
Vandalism in me, indeed in any one, to 
undervalue the literature or arts of Greece 
and Rome, to which we must ever remain 
debtors. Taking, however, a more prac- 
tical view of the subject, I say, — for 
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those who, from their position in society, 
can afford to spend years of their life in 
the acquisition of the dead languages 
— I particularise Latin and Greek — and 
in the ciiltivation of classical literature ; 
or for those also whose profession ne- 
cessitates a knowledge of these languages, 
— ^such studies are either advantageous 
or essential But I speak, rather, of 
those who have to earn their daily bread 
in various branches and departments of 
industry, and to whom such knowledge 
is either not absolutely essential, or at 
all necessary; and confining my observa- 
tions exclusively to those classes, I would 
venture to say this much, — that classical 
literature is very well in its way, in its 
fitting time and place, either as the sub- 
ject of study or recreation; but I am 
incHned to agree with those who question 
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if it be wise to sacrifice more usefiil know- 
ledge for its axjquisition or enjoyment, or 
to make the personages of its history or 
its fiction models for the admiration, 
much less for the imitation, of the young 
(cheers). As I have said before, I trust 
the hon. gentleman will be satisfied with 
the discussion which has taken place, 
and not give the House the trouble of 
dividing' (hear, hear). 

Mr. Jones begged to withdraw his 
motion, at the same time that he ex- 
pressed imbounded contempt for the Van- 
dalic opinions of the hon. member for West 
Hayshire (cries of *« Order,' and much 
laughter). 
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CHAPTEK II. 

Miss Elmsley and Miss O'Donnell 
went on the Wednesday evening of the 
week following to pay a promised visit to 
the house of Mr. and. Mrs. KeUy, situate 
in a pleasant quarter, opening upon the 
best portion of Battersea Park. 

The Kellys were an interesting family. 
Francis Edward Kelly had been for many 
years of his life one of the hardest worked 
members of the Newspaper Press, and only 
gave in when the machine threatened to 
break down from sheer exhaustion. With 
failiire of power came serious diminution 



THE NEXT GENERATION. 45 

of income, until ere long the approach of 
actual want threw its dark shadow over 
the once bright and happy household. 
Poor Kelly made a desperate effort to re- 
gain his position, but it only made matters 
worse. 

*Mrs. Kelly,' said Sir Martin Crosby, 
who had taken a generous interest in the 
family, 'Frank wants rest, — absolute rest 
for a time, — a year, at the very least. 
This is the critical moment, and every- 
thing depends on how we employ it. 
I am almost certain of his restoration, — 
provided, my dear madam, he has rest. 

If not * Sir Martin's pause and grave 

manner struck dismay to the heart of the 
wife and mother. 'Now I was thinking, 
Mrs. Kelly,' continued the Physician, ' that 
you, who are so excellent a linguist, — 
you Irish generally excel in that respect, 
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— you could do something in translations ; 
and I believe I have the very thing that 
would suit you. Young Culvert, the son 
of the great contractor, has taken it into 
his head to acquire a Uterary reputation; 
and having become enamoured of a recent 
French work, — fortunately, a collection of 
harmless and agreeable tales, — he has 
purchased the author's permission to trans- 
late them. And if you have no objection 
to perform that trifling task, Mr. Ben- 
jamin Wood Culvert is willing to pay 
handsomely, and also to undertake the 
laborious duty of writing his name on 
two documents — a cheque, and the title- 
page of the book. Is it a bargain ? — 
Thanks? Not at all! I say, no, — no, 
Mrs. Kelly. You owe me none ; but young 
Culvert does, for procuring so able a nurse 
for his adopted bantling. Come now, 
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I am glad to see you smile again. We 
shall soon put Frank on liis legs again.' 

This was the rent in the cloud. From 
that moment it never closed again; and 
very soon after there was a clear sky, and 
uninterrupted sunshine. Young Culvert's 
Ghra/pes from the Moselle was warmly 
welcomed by the Press. One critic espe- 
cially noticed the graceful delicacy of the 
style of the translation, — a compliment 
which the nominal translator received as 
his due, on the fair commercial ground 
that he had paid his money for the work, 
and that without his having so paid for 
it it would never have been done. 

So enamo\n:ed, indeed, did Mr. Ben- 
jamin Wood Culvert become of his imla- 
borious authorship, that he grew ambitious, 
and sought a world-wide reputation on 
the same terms. Roman Diggings^ a 
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work, as our readers are aware, of immense 
erudition, to which Giovanni Nardoni de- 
voted the greater part of a long life, was 
that selected by the vicarious author for 
his second ventiire. Happily for the 
Kellys, it was in three voliunes, and occu- 
pied much time in its translation. Splen- 
didly brought out by the enterprising firm 
of M'Kenzie and Carmichael, it was hailed 
with a shout of applause by the republic 
of literature and art. Benjamin Wood 
Culvert was at once enrolled among a 
nimiber of learned bodies ; several crowned 
heads sent him decorations in return for 
superbly boimd copies of his masterly work ; 
and it was said that the Minister of that 
day thought of advising the Sovereign to 
mark, by some special honour, the recog- 
nition of the service which so distinguished 
a litterateur had rendered to his country. 
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Critics asserted, that while Mr. Culvert 
had lost none of the charms of his style, 
he had gained considerably in strength 
and power. And no doubt Mr. Culvert 
considered the criticism not only just, but 
natural, — for he had paid much more for 
his second than for his first literary enter- 
prise. How Frank Kelly laughed quietly 
over these praises of his wife's work ; and 
how the bright eyes danced again with 
merriment, as Sir Martin, who oftentimes 
called in upon the family, would remark, 
'Why, Kelly, that young Culvert is be- 
coming a famous fellow ! In our Club they 
are amazed at his success — they did not 
think there was so much in him; indeed, 
some said there was nothing whatever. 
But you see how mistaken people can be. 
Do you, Kelly, find his stylg^ much im- 
proved ? — do you, Mrs. Kelly ? I should 
VOL. ni. E 
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SO much like the opinion of thoroughly 
impartial people like yourselves/ And 
the wife aad husbaad laughed with Sir 
Martin, and envied not the titles and 
honours of Benjamin Wood Culvert; for 
there had been peace and joy in the house 
looking out on Battersea Park since that 
liberal paymaster had become enamoured 
of literary fame. 

Another work was hinted at in the 
literary journals — this time, original — from 
the same distinguished author ; when, alas ! 
the Nation, the World of Letters, had to 
mourn over its sudden bereavement in the 
untimely end of Benjamin Wood Culvert, 
cut off in the early flower of his manhood 
by a prevailing epidemic. This time there 
was no laughter in the house looking out 
on Battersea Park ; not for the lost work — 
for the found power would provide more ; 
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but for him who had called that power into 
profitable action. 

The husband was still delicate, and the 
wife should still work; and) work she did 
bravely. Through Sir Martin, an introduc- 
tion to the Editress of the Banner was 
effected ; and sufficient was disclosed, in 
confidence, to render the value of Josephine 
Kelly's services rightly imderstood. For a 
time she filled the arduous position of sub- 
editor of that joiumal ; but finding that the 
close attention to its detail seriously inter- 
fered with her care of her two girls and her 
still feeble husband, she was allowed to 
exchange with the manager of the report- 
ing staff in the GaUery of the Commons. 

Her Parliamentary Summaries were re- 
markable for their simplicity and clearness. 
But it was in her occasional Sketches of the 
House — particularly those written on nights 
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famous for their debates — that she ex- 
celled. Independently of the point and 
elegance of her style, these sketches were 
marked by a womanly keenness of percep- 
tion, of the delicate nuances of thought,, 
even more than of manner. They had 
another excellence in them : the writer felt 
that hers was a power that could be im- 
fairly, and even mercilessly used : she knew 
with what complete impimity a blow might- 
be given with her woman's pen, which 
would wound, or well-nigh slay ; and while 
she praised with discriminating judgment 
and generous sympathy, her disapproval 
left no bitter sting behind, to rankle and 
fester in the mind. 

The two girls, Elinor and Kathleen, 
were bom in London ; and were now, at 
the time Miss Elmsley and Miss O'Don- 
nell were about to visit their house, the 
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one not fex from twenty, and the other 
within three months of eighteen. Elinor 
was in the Foreign Office, in which, from 
iter power of apprehending fexjts, and clearly 
stating them, and her thorough knowledge 
of languages, she was already regarded 
^ one of the most valuable officers in her 
department. Kathleen had been for some 
time studying medicine and surgery under 
Miss Elmsley, and was already giving pro- 
mise of great proficiency. Kathleen had met 
with an accident, and had been ailing 
for some time ; but so soon as Miss Elmsley 
missed her favourite pupil from her class, 
and the cause of her absence was ascer- 
tained, there was from that time a daily 
visit paid to the Kellys. 

Theirs was a happy home, for there was 
in it occupation for all. Even the invalid 
fitther had his essays to ponder over and 
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polish, and his occasional article for a highly 
written ' weekly ' to supply ; and this light 
work occupied his ihind, and prevented that 
horrid weariness which is at once the off- 
spring and the curse of idleness. If Frank 
Kelly no longer possessed the steam-engine 
power of former days, he had the satisfac- 
tion of knowing that he could please the 
cultivated and refined by the productions 
of a matured intellect and mellowed taste. 
The literary passion was strongly developed 
in the family ; and though the girls shrank 
from no hard work, they, in their leisure 
moments, devoured travels, plays, novels, 
poetry, and fairy-tales. As their mother 
said, ' everything was welcome, and nothing 
came amiss to them; they were like the 
mill that could grind coarse and fine.' They 
were bright, cheerful, imaffected girls, the 
comfort and the pride of their parents. 
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Miss Elmsley was one of their house- 
hold divinities. Kathleen never wearied of 
her praise — ^her goodness, her kindness, her 
cleverness; and their mother's bright eyes 
would now dim with tears as she thought 
of the care lavished by her on her favour- 
ite child. It was always an event for the 
girls when Miss Elmsley had them with her 
at her house, and they sang and played for 
Sir Martin ; as it was for their fiither and 
mother, when the kindly baronet looked in 
upon them on a holiday evening, and there 
was much talk of literature, politics, and 
the world in general, varied by music and 
an occasional game of whist. 

Another great favourite of the family 
was Miss O'Donnell, with whose mother 
Mrs. Kelly claimed kinship. Elinor and 
Kathleen loved Grace, and Grace loved 
them in return. They were proud of Grace's 
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position, and admired her beauty and talent; 
to which intellectual gift their mother — 
with them an infallible authority-^-bore de- 
cided testimony. 

The firm yet discreet knock given by 
Miss Elmsley was answered by the servant, 
who received the visitors with a broad and 
beaming smile rippling and expanding 
over her honest &ce. The Kellys' was 
naturally a home at which the Irish might 
always ' apply ;' and Norah, an importation 
from ^ gentle Tipperary '-^as, for years past, 
it has been termed, from the complete ab- 
sence of serious crime within its limits — 
looked upon herself as part and parcel of 
the family, and would be prepared any day 
to sacrifice her life in their defence. 

'Well, Norah,' said Miss Elmsley, 'I 
need not ask how you are — you are bloom- 
ing ; but how are all within V 
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' Then, thank you kindly, miss — ma'am, 
I should say — we're all finely, praise be to 
the Lord ; and Miss Kate is going on beau- 
tiful,' replied Norah, who had a special 
Bimle for her own countrywoman. Miss 
O'DonneU. 

* Welcome 1 welcome ! both of you, you 
good, kind creatures, not to disappoint us ! 
We are all free for the night, and in the 
mood for enjoyment.' Thus said the mis- 
tress of the house as she received her guests. 

*Mrs. Kelly, we have come expressly 
for that piupose. Have we not, Grace 1' 

* I know I have come for a holiday, dear 
Mrs. Kelly,' said Grace, thus appealed to. 

There was a cheery welcome from Frank 
Kelly, and an impulsive embrace from 
Elinor, and a subdued yet not less sincere 
one from Kathleen, who lay on the sofet. 

The room was neat and elegant, and 
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displayed the tastes of a cultivated femily. 
Mrs. Kelly's art-criticisms were famous; 
and on the walls hung a number of the 
very choicest engravings — the finest and 
most perfect proofe — all presentations firom 
the publishers; with an occasional copy, 
by a first-rate hand, of the most esteemed 
pictures firom the Vatican — the gift of an 
eminent ecclesiastic, to whom Mr. Kelly 
had rendered important service in the care- 
ful translation of a work that made a great 
stir in the religious world at the time of 
its appearance. There were new books 
and standard books in every quarter, not 
for show, but for use. But there was one 
ornament in that room of which all were 
equally proud, the father and daughter 
perhaps more so than the mother, — it was 
the costly tea-service that adorned the 
polished table in the centre. This was the 
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last Christmas present from the proprietors 

■ 

of the Banner to Mrs. Kelly, as an acknow- 
ledgment of her Sketches in the House, 
which had done so much to promote the 
£kme and circulation of that journal. Frank 
Kelly never looked at that glittering ser- 
vice without thinking of the time when his 
brain and his hand had failed him, and his 
brave wife set herself resolutely to work, 
and saved her household from ruin. It was 
a holiday of the heart to him when that tea- 
service was placed, as it were, like a sacred 
offering on the domestic altar. 

' How is my little Kathleen ? Is she 
doing exactly as she has been told, and 
getting stronger? I think she is much 
better,' said Miss Elmsley. 

' Oh, Miss Elmsley, I am so much 
better! You can't think what a glutton 
I have become,' answered Kathleen. 
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* Yes, my love/ said her mother ; ^ and 
so is your canary bird. She picks — not 
pecks, Miss Ehnsley.' 

' Don't mind mamma, please, Miss 
Elmsley; she would have me always eat- 
ing. Nothing less than the performance 
of that gentleman in the fairy tale, who 
ate all the hasty pudding, would satisfy 
her.' 

' That is very terrible of mamma ; and 
mamma must not b^ tyrannical in this free 
country, or the men would rise in rebellion. 
But you feel stronger — more zest in your 
eating, though it is after the fashion of 
your tyrant. Master Dicky?' 

^ Certainly. I know I shall be all right 
in a very short time, much thanks to you, 
dear Miss Elmsley. But do tell me of the 
class. Is Annie Quinlan as comical as 
ever? She is such a one for fun!' And 
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the girl laughed as she thought of the 
spoiled pet of the class. 

^ She is just the same, no change for 
the graver. We must wait for that. Her 
last prank was to come into the convalescent 
ward, dressed up as a one-legged cripple, 
with a bandaged head, and a huge patch 
over her left eye, and some kind of atrocious 
red wig over her curls, asking for some one 
to invent a new leg for " poor ould Nancy.'* 
I believe she did more good than harm ; for, 
as I entered, I heard peals of laughter that 
sounded rather strangely in a convalescent 
ward. I did not pretend to see, though I 
did see; and Miss Annie scuffled away 
rapidly. And what do you think, Kath- 
leen? She came in a few minutes after, 
with a fece of the most perfect gravity, to 
ask my opinion on old Mrs. Heffeman's 
case!' 
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* That's so like her!' said Kathleen, 
laughing, as if she saw it all. * But, Miss 
Elmsley, I have known Annie Quinlari to 
sit up the entire night with the same Mrs. 
Heffeman, who thinks her an angel — 
"without wings," Annie says; and I am 
sure she would not now be so well but for 
Annie's care of her.' 

* I am certain of that. She is a good 
as well as a clever girl, and is sure to make 
one of OTu* best surgeons, though she is a 
little wild now. Fortunately, Mrs. Kelly, 
the wildness of our yoimg lady students 
does not assume a very objectionable form.' 

* No, indeed,' said the lady appealed to ; 
' there is very little heart-break for us poor 
parents. Even my Kathleen there, though 
with a spice of mischief in her composition, 
is on the whole a reputable young person. 
But, Miss O'Donnell, was that your boat I 
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saw this morning as I was passing over 
Battersea Bridge?' 

* I answer, in Irish feshion — ^Was that 
you I saw looking over the bridge as I 
passed from under itr 

*Then it was both of us/ said Mi-s. 
Kelly, with a laugh. 

' Papa will insist on my either walking, 
or rowing, or riding, or taking some one 
kind of exercise or other; and I t^e to 
the water by preference/ 

^ By nature, my dear,' said Mrs. Kelly ; 
* you being a duck.' The very small witti- 
cism was received with general applause. 

* Ducks don't row, mamma,' remarked 
Kathleen. 

' No, my dear ; but they paddle.' An- 
other easy triimiph, that met with still 
greater applause. 

' I must interpose my authority, Mrs. 
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Kelly/ said her husband. * Punning is 
high treason to all true sentiment; and^ 
for my part, I hold the woman capable of 
punning on a Patronage Secretary capable 
of any enormity.' 

*My dear, I plead guilty, and throw 
myself on your mercy,' said the penitent 
wife. 

^Then, Madam, take good care you 
don't abuse it. But, Miss O'Donnell,' con- 
tinued Mr. Kelly, *when I was in the 
Gallery for the Jupiter — now a good fifteen 
years since — it would have been rather 
hard for the Patronage Secretary to be on 
the Thames so early. We may thank Mrs. 
Grimshaw's perseverance for the change. 
We had our Emancipation Acts, and our 
Reform Acts, and similar legislation for 
the world outside ; but it was high time 
for the Parliament to emancipate and re- 
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form itself internally. The old state of 
things was a slavery of the direst kind ; 
yet the wonder was that you found new 
victims every year. It was all very well for 
us poor fellows in the Gallery to endure 
it; we were paid for it, and we couldn't 
help ourselves, though we often cursed it 
from the depths of our hearts. But how 
men of fortune — men, too, who wanted 
nothing and hoped for nothing - could 
sacrifice rest, and health, and comfort, and 
sit upon the same bench night after night, 
and morning aftier morning, was one of 
those things I never could understand. I 
know this — if I had ten thousand a-year, 
they wouldn't catch me at the work.' 

* You, however, Mrs. Kelly, have no 
cause to complain of our modem hours/ 
said Grace. * For the whole of this Session 
we have had only five sittings to twelve 

VOL. in. F 
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o'clock, and about tliirteen to eleven 
clock; while the adjournments at nine 
o'clock have been more numerous than 
ever/ 

*Yes, I must say you do keep pretty 
decent hours in your House. I am fre- 
quently at home, and all work done, by ten, 
or a quarter past ; and then we do enjoy 
our supper so much — because we are free 
— free from care — free to go to our perch, 
like Master Dicky, and tuck our heads 
under our wings, whenever we please/ 

* Yes, my dear,' said her husband ; ' but 
consider the cause, or one of the causes 
— you are saved so much by the local 
business of each country being done in 
its own Legislature. There is, therefore, 
no petty hindrance, no small local grit, to 
impede the motion of the Imperial Machine.' 

* My dear, my dear ! don't despise the 
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small grit, if you please. It is not to be 
despised by me, I assure you,' said his wife. 

* Not I, Josephine. I am not [philo- 
sopher enough to disdain my bread and 
butter. I only referred to. the fact that 
a cause of delay and angry debate, often- 
times on very small matters, had been 
removed; and that we can now afford to 
do the business of the Empire more to 
our own satisfaction, and at more rational 
hours.' 

* What a lovely air ! ' exclaimed Miss 
Elmsley, after Elinor's fresh young voice 
rang out, clear and bell-like, in the grand 
aria of Barcelloni's new opera. ' What pas- 
sion ! It thrills one through and through.' 

* And yet,' said Mrs. Kelly, * the com- 
poser of that song looks as cold, as polished, 
and as insensible as ice.' 

'Then it must be ice with a volcano 
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beneath it ; for in no ice ever lived such a 
soul as breathes in that strain/ 

* I only said he looked like ice. There 
is a story told of him, — that his wife, a 
lovely Spaniard, and as fiery and ftirious 
— well, as a volcano — ^was so enraged at 
his apparent coldness, that she attempted 
to stab him one fine day ; but that, she 
having sung one of his best bits in a 
purposely felse key, merely to vex him, 
he very nearly returned her the compliment 
in the stabbing line, and that in a manner 
so imcommonly like reahty, that he con- 
vinced her he was not so insensible as he 
seemed to be.' 

'Is there any jealousy now existing in 
the Gallery, or in the Press generally, be- 
tween the two sexes V Miss O'Donnell 
asked of Mrs. Kelly, who repUed, — 

* None whatever now, though it may 
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have existed some years since. That it 
should have existed at the first — when 
Woman, as it were, invaded the peculiar 
domain of Man — was only natural ; but if 
it ever did exist, it is a thing of the past. 
There is rivalry, emulation — not jealousy. 
The feeling is worthy, not mean. Besides, 
not a few of us women are the wives, or 
daughters, or sisters of literary men. As 
yet, I don't think we are one-third of the 
whole number in the Grallery.' 

There was more singing, and talk of art 
and artists, when Miss O'Donnell asked if 
Mrs. Ross, Mrs. Kelly's neighbour, was out 
of town ; as she had not observed her in the 
Gallery for some time. 

* She is off to Ireland,' said Mrs. Kelly. 
' There are great doings in that old country 
of yours. His Royal Highness, the Viceroy, 
and the Princess have gone to Killamey 
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for a time, and some half-dozen of the 
members of the Royal Family are to be 
their guests. Myra Ross is gone to do 
the business for the Jupiter^ and Helen 
Jameson goes for the Fashion. It is hard 
to say which of the two is the better hand ; 
though, perhaps, for scenery Myra Ross 
has the advantage. Indeed, she is no 
mean poet, many of her Cliff Wanderings 
being genuine in their way. But we have 
on the Banner a young ghi who, to my 
taste, is superior to them all. You know her. 
Miss O'DonneU, — Rosa CaUaghan; such a 
pleasant, gay-hearted, sensitive httle thing I 
If I mistake not, she will be one of the 
best prose writers of the age. We are 
sending her. Rather, I should say, she 
has been asked for, and invited to join the 
Royal party. The other papers are repre- 
sented by clever men.' 
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' May I ask, Mrs. Kelly, if it be a feir 
question, how is the Banner going on ? 
Does its progress meet your wishes?' in- 
quired Miss Ehnsley. 

* I am quite amazed at its success. We 
are every day increasing in circulation and 
advertisements. Indeed, the rapid growth 
of our advertising colimms is at times 
a serious cause of trouble to me in the 
GaUery.' 

' I am heartily glad of its deserved sue- 
cesa We women have every right to be 
proud of it,' said Miss Ehnsley. 

' The Nuncio, whom we have the honour 
of knowing intimately, declares it is the 
most creditable paper in England ; and he 
does not except the Jupiter^ save with 
respect to its greater enterprise. And he 
is a thoroughly accomplished man, and a 
keen observer, I can assure you.' 
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' I can say that Lord Asterisk esteems 
it most highly/ said Miss O^Domiell ; * and 
when speaking of it the other evening at 
Mrs. Bates', he quoted the praise of two of 
our greatest men, — Lord Lancaster and the 
Marquis of Sidonia.' 

' That is praise indeed,' said Mrs. Kelly. 
* But here is Norah to announce that the 
supper is ready. And for my part, ladies, I 
am ready for it. Oh, Miss Elmsley, I do so 
enjoy my holiday !' 

It was a pleasant meal, brightened by 
smiles, enlivened by jokes without malice, 
and wit without sting. Francis Kelly was 
young again ; his wife the happiest and the 
merriest of all. 

' There is a woman after my own heart,' 
said Miss Elmsley, as she and Grace were 
returning in the carriage. * She saved that 
family by her courage and devotion. No 
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mother can be more careful, no wife more 
attentive, no housewife more busy ; and 
yet she does her literary work just as if she 
had nothing to think of but it. Lord 
Falklander tells me Elinor is one of his best 
precis writers ; and I can answer for it, 
that I have no more hopeful pupil than 
Kathleen ; and it was their mother who 
prepared them for college, and enabled 
them both to win the highest honours. 
I do respect Mrs. Kelly.' 

'I have asked the two girls to come 
to Ireland for a month, or so long as Elinor 
can have leave from her office,' said Miss 
O'DonneU. 

* I am so glad of it ! It is just the thing 
for them. But when do you expect them?' 

' For the month of August.' 

' Then, Grace, we shall all meet to- 
gether.' 
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' Yes ; and Mr. and Mrs. Kelly promise 
to come for a week or ten days, and return 
with the girls.' 

* It will do those good souls a world of 
good, and give the mother new energy for 
her work. But, Grace, I suppose this will 
be your last Session in the House ? Am I 
not right?' 

' I think so — that is, perhaps so. The 
fact is, Mary, I am at the present moment 
in a state of doubt as to many things. 
Perhaps, in a month's time or so — really, 
Mary, I don't know what I am saying.' 

' I know, dear. Better to wait. Time 
is a gi'eat settler of difficulties, whether 
apparent, as I think your*s are, or real, 
as those of many people in this world.* 
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CHAPTER III. 

t 

It was about a fortnight after the f^te at 
Laketon, and not more than ten days from 
the close of the Session, when Sir Maurice 
O'Donnell and his daughter breakfasted 
together for the first time for some months. 
The General — who had been faithfully 
protected from annoyance through the 
ceaseless vigilance of Luke Shanahan and 
the garrison under his command — had 
worsted his enemy, Rheumatic Gout, and 
was once more in his old spirits. Several 
letters were placed on the table, but at 
Miss O'Donnell's side. One marked ^Im- 
mediate,' and signed at the comer with 
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the initials ^ E. J./ arrested her attention. 

With trembling fingers Grace tore open 

the envelope. It was only a few lines ; but 

she had not read it well through when 

she exclaimed, with a joyous air, *0h, 
Papa ! such glorious news ! ' 

* Glorious news, child ! What do you 
mean by glorious news? We have no 
war, and there can't have been a battle 
won/ 

*The war is over, and the battle has 
been fought — and nearer to us than you 
suppose,' said his daughter. 

'Why, Grace, are you growing crazy 
on my hands ? What on earth do you 
mean?' And the General looked all 
amazement. 

' Then, Sir, Usten to the bulletin which 
your daughter is now about to read for 
you.' And Grace read as foUows : — 
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* The Temple^ Thursday Evening, 

' Dear Miss O'Donnell, — There has 
been some little trouble, for the game was 
shy at first, and when brought to bay in- 
clined to show fight; but the steadiest 
sleuth hounds of the law were on their 
track, and in the course of the chase turned 
up more than one useful fact, seriously 
compromising to the personal safety of the 
General's attached fidends, Messrs. Hookem 
and Scamperton. I need not perplex you 
with particulars — it is sufficient to say 
they have capitulated ; and I enclose, 
together with papers, which may now be 
destroyed, an acquittance, in fuU of all 
demands, for the sum of 500Z., received 
through Mr. Lawless. I was most happy 
to have it in my power to be of any service 
to you and your noble father, to whom I 
pray you to present my sincere regards. 
'Dear Miss O'Donnell, 

i Very truly yours, 
'Edith Jarvis. 

* Miss (y Donnelly M.P.y ^c, ^c' 
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* P.S. — I am off to my constituents in 
an hour. Mrs. Ivory has resigned in my 
fevoiur ; and I enter the House as her 
successor, and Sohcitor - General. Lord 
Asterisk's manner in offering the appoint- 
ment was so kind. I shall never forget it. 

^E. J.' 

' That is glorious news indeed, my 
child — ^glorious — ^glorious ! Thank God for 
it ; I am a free man once more !' And Sir 
Maurice's voice trembled with emotion. 

^And here is a letter for you. Papa, 
also marked " Inmiediate " — in a business- 
like hand too. What can it be ?' 

* Read it, my dear, and you will soon 
learn.' 

The letter was short, but its intelli- 
gence was highly important. It was from 
an eminent legal firm, apprising Sir Maurice 
O'Donnell of the death of a distant rela- 
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tive — Jerome Hugh O'Doimell — who died 
at Oporto, at a very advanced period of life, 
and had left him sole heir to his property, 
which amounted to somewhat over 50,000Z. 
in money and securities, and about 1100?. 
a-year in land and housea It was further 
stated that a member of the firm would 
wait on Sir Maurice, at an hour mentioned, 
to receive his instructions. 
' There was a pause of some duration, 
when the General said : — * It does not 
rain, but it poinds. Good news comes 
double to us to-day. This will enable 
me to serve more than one member of 
the family, and realize a very dear wish 
of mine, -T- to provide decently for poor 
Hugh's widow and his three children. 
And after securing my Gracey's interest. 
Father Dominick Daly shall have some- 
thing for his new church, in the name 
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^ 

of my old relative, who, like ourselves, 
was true to the Faith/ 

*Do not mind me, faither — I have 
enough already,' said Grace. *But I am 
so pleased that you can make dear Aunt 
Annette independent. It is indeed blessed 

news.' 

* Not mind you. Miss ? Nonsense. I 
must write by this post for Charles Kenny, 
to come to London at once.' 

* A letter. Miss Grace,' said Luke, who 
presented an official-looking document 
with the Downing-street seal. 

As Grace read, her face became suf- 
fiised with a bright colour, and her eyes 
flashed again with joy. Her father, re- 
marking the impression which the letter 
made upon his daughter, said : — 

* Why, Grace, my love ! Grace, what 
is the matter? Any more fortimes, or 
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any more battles like the Scamperton en- 
gagement?' 

'Something better than battles — re- 
wards for battles fought and won/ 

'Why, child, are you out of your 
senses ? ' demanded the General, as his 
daughter flimg the letter on the table, 
and, rushing into his arms, bestowed a 
succession of kisses upon his cheek and 
brow. 

* Mad ! To be sure, I am mad — that 
1 am the first to congratulate Field- 
Marshal O'Donnell on his new rank and 
title/ And Grace bestowed two addi- 
tional kisses on her amazed father. 

' Marshal ! What Marshal ? Grace, 
you must be mad/ 

* Only with joy — a very pleasant kind 
of insanity, I can assure you. Yes, Field- 
Marshal Sir Maurice O'Donnell, Knight 

VOL. III. G 
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of I don't know how many Orders ; what- 
ever you may be, I am the daughter 
of a real live Field -Marshal ! Maurice 
will be so glad!' 

* Surely, Grace, you would not jest 
with me?' 

* Jest with you, on such a subject I 
Not for the world. Attention! Field- 
Marshal, while I read the Downing-street 
despatch.' And Grace read as follows : — 

* Downing Street, Thursday. 

'My Dear Grace, — From what I 
know of yoin: very strong and deserved 
aflfection for yoin: gallant father, I am 
sure you will be pleased to be made the 
medium of announcing to him the intelli- 
gence of his appointment to the vacant 
baton. My noble friend the Secretary at 
War acts in this respect with the fullest 
approbation of his colleagues ; and I may 
add that Sir Maurice's eminent services 
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in China would long siace have received 
their practical recognition, had not time 
been required for certain indispensable 
arrangements. Congratulate the Maxshal 
on my behalf, and say I long to do so 
in person. 

^ I also take this opportunity of inform- 
ing you that I have been commanded to 
offer to you and Miss Carter the Star 
and Ribbon of the Order of Merit ; a task 
which I undertake with a satisfaction that 
words cannot adequately convey. 

^I may add, my dear Grace, a word 
or two on a more delicate matter. I have 
a suspicion that you are not likely to 
remain long in the House, aud I desire to 
set your mind wholly at rest with respect 
to what I believe to be your scruples as 
to our interests. My colleagues and I 
are aware that you undertook your present 
position entirely from a desire to serve our 
party, and from a consideration of the 
danger to which circiunstances had then 
exposed it. Through your assistance, so 
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conscientious and untiring, we have been 
able to get over all difficulties ; and now, 
at the close of the Session, we can have 
nothing to apprehend from our opponents. 
Lord Asterisk and his Cabinet can never 
be sufficiently grateful to you for your 
disinterested laboiu^. But, my dear girl, 
it would be a very bad return for all 
yoinr kindness — I should rather say for 
yoinr sacrifices — if we permitted any selfish 
consideration on oinr part to stand in the 
way of yoinr happiness, or even of your 
personal convenience. Therefore, my dear 
Grace, consider that you are wholly free 
to make any arrangement most in accord- 
ance with your own wishes and feelings ; 
and with the certainty that whatever you 
think it right to do, you will have the 
approval and sympathy of your attached 
and grateful friend, 

Selina Bates. 

Miss GDonnell, M.P,, ^c, Sfc. 

' Grace/ said the Marshal, who listened 
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to the reading of the letter with very 
varied emotions, * I am proud of the honour 
done to myself, for its own sake ; and I 
am prouder of it for yours. But I am 
stiU prouder of the testimony borne by 
one of the best of women to the conduct 
of my child in a position of the greatest 
delicacy. It does not surprise me, Grsw^e ; 
for when I gave my consent to yoiu- imder- 
taking it, I had the fullest reliance on 
your good sense and judgment. But it 
is very pleasing for all that. And now, 
thank Heaven, instead of robbing my 
darling girl of her inheritance, I can add 
something substantial to her marriage- 
portion. Surely, there is no occasion for 
tears now, Gracey V 

^ For joy, father — only for joy.' 

Lawless and Cameron had gone to 
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Comton with the Solicitor- General, to 
witness her return, or, in case of oppo- 
sition, to render her any friendly service 
in their power. But opposition was not 
even dreamed of, and the affair passed off 
with the utmost quietness. The new 
Member limited herself to a brief refer- 
ence to the genera] policy of the Govern- 
ment, and a graceful acknowledgment of 
the honoiu* so generously conferred upon 
her by 'so enlightened and highly-culti- 
vated a constituency.' Hargrave Eller- 
ton, the stuff-gown, was present, and in- 
tensely proud of her return. He knew 
the place well, it being the only assize 
town in which the unappreciated lawyer 
had anything like practice. 

It was whUe at Comton that Lawless 
saw in the papers the announcement of 

Sir Ma\irice's double good fortune, at which 
he was heartily rejoiced. 
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On his return to London, he looked in at 
his Club, in the hope of seeing Colonel Mac- 
namara, with whom he had some business. 
Leaving word with the hall porter that he 
would be found in the Smoking-room, he 
turned towards that much - frequented 
department of the establishment. There 
were but two persons in occupation at the 
moment of his entrance — Captarn Drawl- 
ington, of the Life Guards Brown, and 
Watty Wightman, the most famous gossip 
of that or of any other Club. Lawless 
entered so quietly, that the two gentle- 
men, whose backs were turned to him, 
were not aware of his presence. 

*Not much,' said Watty, evidently 
continuing the conversation ; ' only that 
affair of the new Field- Marshal — the 
papers are all fiill of it.' 

** Ah — yes — fine — old — cock — de- 
served — it — well.' Each word that came 
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from the Lifeguardsman's Kps alternated 
with a puff from his cigar. 

' Yes ; he's not a bad old fellow, and 
I don't say but he deserved what he got. 
But it's a fine thing for him ; and he will 
now be able to do the handsome for his 
daughter — his only child.' 

^ F — f — fine — gal — very/ puffed the 
Captain, approvingly. 

^ Not bad at all. I wouldn't object to 
go in for her myself,' said Watty, with 
an air of such sublime condescension that 
it nearly choked the listener. 

^ But — I — thought — there — was — 
something — between — her — and — what- 
do - you - call -him. — Lawless ? ' 

^ I am not so sure of that. Lawless is 
a clever fellow, and he knows what's what. 
I know this much, and I imagine that 
Lawless knows it too, — she would be a 
deuced good catch for him now/ 
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' Oh — ah — Lawless — not — bad — fel- 
low — not — at — all, ' puffed Drawling- 
ton. 

Maurice coughed and came forward. 

'Why, Lawless, is that you?' said 
Watty, who was a little confiised. 'We 
have been speaking of you.'. 

' How — do ? — Yes — positively.' And 
the Captain compensated himself with 
several puffs for the ' length of the ad- 
verb. 

'Very good of you, I'm sure. One is. 
always safe with Watty, who couldn't say 
an unkind thing even to save his life. 
But have you seen Macnamara ? ' 

' He was here ; but he's gone. He bid 
me say he would meet you at Buhner's 
to-night.' 

'Good, Thanks.' And Lawless re- 
lieved the gossip of the embarrassment of 
his presence. 



90 THE NEXT GENERATION. 

* Confound the little beggax 1' he mut- 
tered, as he descended the steps of the 
Club. / But I suppose he says what others 
say. And so they take me for a fortune- 
himter 1 — I, who would have gloried in 
marrying her if she was steeped to the 
lips in poverty ! — aye, even as poor Ellen 
Cars well, poor soul ! Fortime-himter ! — 
fortune-hunter ! — fortune-hunter 1 That 
is too bad — and so infernally untrue. It 
wrongs me, and it wrongs her more. For- 
tune-himter !' He kept repeating the 
obnoxious term, imtil it had acquired a 
bitter taste in his mouth. Yet he still 
repeated it ; though the frequency of its 
utterance did not in the least lessen the 
unpleasantness of its flavour. 

As the period drew nigh when, the 
Session being at end, the friends would 
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separate and scatter in various directions, 
the more eagerly did they seek each other's 
society. To-night, many of them were 
assembled in the drawing-room of the 
Buhners. With the majority, politics now 
seemed to be at a sad discount. Patriotism 
had given place to poetry, and public in- 
terests to purely personal considerations. 
This, no doubt, was very deplorable ; never- 
theless it was very true. There were dif- 
ferent stages of amatory infatuation observ- 
a,ble in -several who were then present, 
which would account for this decadence of 
public principle. With some, their love 
Jiad been spoken ; with more, it had not 
'even been whispered — though if the tongue 
had not given words to what the heart 
prompted, the eyes, which can be marvel- 
lously eloquent, had done so ; and the 
pretence of mutual unconsciousness de- 
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ceived no one. With respect to four 
individuals, and their abandonment of all 
interest — ^for the present at least — in grave 
international questions, and matters of 
the same elevated natinre, there was no 
room lefb for conjecture : it was open 
and avowed. Sir John Buhner and Mrs. 
Ivory were notoriously engaged — they 
made no secret whatever of the fact ; and 
her recent resignation of Comton was 
but the prelude to the assumption of new 
duties and more sacred responsibilities, on 
the part of the beautiful woman whose 
own happiness difiused an atmosphere of 
joy and peace arround her. Colonel Mac- 
namara was also an accepted suitor, and a 
day was even mentioned for the marriage. 
At times, an air of unwonted gravity, and 
dreamy pensiveness, might be observed on 
Fanny's charming face ; but, like a flitting 
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shadow, jfrom some fleecy cloud, over a 
lovely landscape, it only added to its en- 
chantment. The Colonel, as his friends 
declared, was simply a lost man, whose 
possible recovery — meaning thereby even 
his taking the most ordinary interest in 
hiunan afl^s — ^was set down at a fiill year 
after his fatal engagement. We expect, 
said they, to get no good of him tiU then ; 
for when fellows of his kind go in for the 
grande passion, they must have their swings 

Archibald Cameron, the member for Bal- 
moral, and Mary Buhner had arrived at that 
critical condition — that phosphorus and 
touchwood state of feeling — ^that a casual 
word, an accidental touch of the hand, an 
abrupt meeting, might bring about a crisis. 

Then there was that extraordinary pair 
of human beings, who had been, for some 
months past, a puzzle to their friends and 
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a perplexity to themselves, — Lawless and 
Grace O'Donnell. There was neither 
mystery nor disguise in their mutual at- 
tachment; but, on the other hand, it 
seemed to be as difficult to bring two 
moimtains together, as to make them \m- 
derstand each other; and no sooner was 
the difficulty about to be got over, than, 
from some cause not explained, they ap- 
peared to be separated more widely than 
ever. Now the fault was with Grace, now 
it was with Maiuice ; and, like buckets in 
a well, no sooner was the one brought to 
the surface, then the other was popped 
under the water. This state of affairs 
disappointed Mrs. Lawless, and tantalised 
Sir Maurice. Still the matter was sus- 
ceptible of a very simple explanation. 

Grace had been for several months past 
in a state of perpetual apprehension as to 
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the result of her fether's weakness in yield- 
ing to the blandishments of Messrs. Hookem 
and Scamperton. She caught the contagion 
of his despondency, an(i imagined the 
worst. She saw her father stripped of the 
greater portion of his income, and her own 
fortune sacrificed to save his honour, and 
restore peace to his mind; and a sense of 
deUcacy, natural to a high-spirited girl, 
made her instinctively shrink from the idea 
of entailing embarrassment on the man she 
loved — for the Lawless property, though 
free from incumbrance, and admirably 
circumstanced, was moderate in amount. 
But now, — and Grace's cheek flushed, and 
her heart beat wildly, as she thought of 
what that 'now' might mean or bring 
about, — all danger and difficulty were at an 
end. Not only was her father's property 
perfectly safe for ftiture risk, but a large 
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additional income would henceforth accrue 
to the Marshal. 

Sir Martin and Miss Elmsley, and Mrs. 
Bates and her husband, were among the 
guests. And now, that the end of the 
Session was approaching, when the arms 
of political warfare were about being 
abandoned, and a long peace was to in- 
tervene, we must not be surprised to see 
Miss Cordelia Pepper, Sir Grufton Morgan, 
and even Clara Carter — at one time the 
terror of the Ministerial Party — imder the 
roof of so eager a partisan as Sir John 
Bulmer, in whose dining-room this vera- 
cious narrative had its opening. 

We have not yet said what Miss Pepper 
was like. In atoning for that omission, we 
shall adopt the pithy style of one of those 
obsolete documents, now to be met with 
only in Abyssinia — a passport. Age, turned 
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forty ; face, agreeable, not handsome ; figure, 
compact and well set up ; height, average ; 
carriage, somewhat manly ; manner, a little 
impetuous ; disposition, thoroughly good 
and generous; tongue, occasionally acid- 
ulated, but of late inclined to the melli- 
fluous; character, resolute; perseverance, 
indomitable ; means, decidedly comfortable ; 
affections, strong and ardent ; ability, good. 
Such was Cordelia Pepper at the date of 
the Conquest — not of William of Nor- 
mandy, but of a much better man. Sir 
Grufton Morgan, K.C.B., Ac., &c., &c. It 
may be a question whether these coimtries 
might not have gone on happily and 
pleasantly enough without the Norman 
gentry and their followers. That is one of 
those . problems which we leave to the 
comprehensive intellect of Mr, Euripides 
Jones, the Member for Snowdon. But we 
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entertain no doubt whatever as to the 
advantage flowing from the Pepper Con- 
quest. The Admiral was all the better of 
his subjugation ; and only to the sham, the 
pretender, and the unduly importunate, was 
that gallant officer, after he had struck his 
flag, and hoisted the Pepper ensign, the 
same Admiral as he had been before the 
date of that remarkable event. 

Grace O'DonneU was seated at a ra- 
ther remote table, looking through one 
of those admirable conveniences for con- 
fidential interviews, even in the midst of 
a crowd — a portfolio of prints and pic- 
tures ; yet not so engrossed in her ad- 
miration of Nature as depicted by Art, 
as not to maintain a sufficient watch on 
the door of entrance. Evidently some one 
was expected, but had not as yet arrived. 
A seat was placed rather close to that 
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occupied by Grace; and into this Clara 
Carter glided. There was something sin- 
gular in Clara's manner. It was serious 
and pre-occupied. Grace was not so en- 
grossed either by her own thoughts, or 
the pictTires, or the door, as not to re- 
mark it, and inquire as to its cause. 

* There is something, Grace, and I 
want to have a long talk with you ; but 
this is neither the place nor the time for 
a confidence.' 

* But what is the nature of it ? Are 
we in, or are we out?' 

*Let Mrs. Bates answer that — it is 
something far more surprising, and, Grace, 
far more interesting.' 

*Why, Clara, you rouse all the wo- 
man in me. Is it of yourself? If so, I 
would be indeed interested.' 

' It isn't, and it is. Dear me ! how 
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could I ever have supposed it ? But, 
Grace, don't say a word of it — not to any 
one at present/ 

Grace laughed, and asked how could 
she disclose that of which she knew no- 
thing, save that it was not, and yet it 
was ? But Clara might rely on her keep- 
ing so much religiously from the know- 
ledge of the world. 

Clara laughed in her turn, and the 
laugh seemed to restore her to herself. 
^There's a good souL I knew you could 
be depended upon. I am certain to have 
the talk though. And, Grace, you, I ex- 
pect, will be telling me a little secret — a 
very profoimd little secret — in return. 
But here is Mr. Lawless ; and I must 
fly to the rescue of the Admiral. Beally, 
there is such a change in the delightful 
old bear, that I must have him wear his 
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uniform, or a medal, or something, by 
whicli we can recognise him.' And away 
Clara sped, after a fiiendly greeting with 
Lawless, who soon dropped into the chair 
as naturaQy as possible. 

^ Grace,' said Maurice, * I have not had 
time to see the Marshal, and ojBfer him 
my congratulations ; but he knows he has 
them.' 

'He does, Maurice. But he is wish- 
ing to see you, to thank you for your 
good work. Oh, Maurice, Papa is so 

grateftil, and I ' Grace looked the 

rest. 

'Grace, I did nothing. Edith Jarvis 
and Hargrave Ellerton, with the clever 
agents employed, did it all. I wish I 
could be of use to Sir Maurice, or to 
you, Grace. I would go to the ends of 
the earth to — ^to ' Here the heads 
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approached rather closely, so that the brown 
curls that adorned the one, and the dark 
glossy bands that crowned the other like 
a diadem, seemed to blend. But one of 
those exquisite water-colour sketches by 
Susan Forsyth was the cause of the close 
proximity. 

^ How charming ! ' said Grace, in a tone 
of such tremulous admiration as would 
have won the artist's heart. 

^Most charming!' repeated Lawless^ 
whose admiration was strictly confined to 
the hand with which the special beauties 
of the drawing were being pointed out. 

' Maurice, Papa is so fond of you — as if 
you were his son.' 

' And I, Grace, love him as if I were 
his own flesh and blood.' 

Somehow it now requires a pair of 
hands, each belonging to a different per- 
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son, to point out the subtle beauties of 
Susan Forsyth's sketch ; and whether it 
were in consequence of some perplexity of 
judgment, or from some more intricate and 
remote cause, we cannot say — but the fin- 
gers became strangely entangled in the 
mutual pursuit of Art. ^ Grace ! ' This 
easily pronounced monosyllable was ut- 
tered with a depth of emphasis that thrilled 
its owner, who responded with a * Mau- 
rice V that produced quite a corresponding 
effect. Deeper down in the depths of the 
portfolio went the two heads ; and the 
two hands had become well-nigh blended 
Into one, when the door was thrown open 
and the servant announced — 

'Mr. Walter Wightman.' 

The spell was broken. The two heads 
rose, as if by a common impulse, from out 
of the depths of the portfolio, and the 



104 THE NEXT GENERATION. 

hands separated, as if by magic. The 
name was sufficient for Maurice ; it re- 
called in a second what he had forgotten 
for many deUcious moments-the horrid 
conversation of the Smoking-room. A cloud 
came to his brow, and a clull to his heart, 
as the words of the gossip blazed before 
him in letters of fire. ' Fortune-hunter ! ' 
shone out on the wall in whatever direc- 
tion he turned his eyes. Nor was the pain- 
ful effect of memory dispelled by the reply 
of the newly-arrived to the question of the 
host, who, employing the invariable for- 
mula, asked — 

'Any news, Watty?' 

'Very little going these times,' said 
the gossip. ' Oh, aye, by-the-bye, I did 
hear something from one of those talkative 
fellows in our Smoking-room, — ^you know, 
Bulmer, what a place it is for talk — fellows 
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seem to know everything of everybody, 
and all that sort of thing/ 

^Yes, Watty, we know what such a 
place is ; but what has your talkative friend 
told you?' 

^ Yes ; Spindleton — you have seen him 
— ^Lord Stalybridge's son — ^nothing in hiTn ; 
but a deuce of a gossip — indeed, a thing I 
despise. Well, Spindleton says that that 
fellow Jenkins — second son of old Arti- 
choke Jenkins, of the Strawberry Beds — 
he hasn't anything of his own worth talk- 
ing of — ^has gone and married Miss Blinks- 
by, and got a whopping fortune. He's a 
made man. Sir John/ 

* I wish him luck ; he's a capital good 
fellow, and a clever fellow to boot,' said 
the host. 

^Ah, that's it — ^he is a clever fellow — 
a deucedly knowing wide-awake fellow ; 
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and she was a grand catch for him — -just 
the girl he wanted/ 

* Well, Watty, you may be doing some- 
thing in that way yourself one of these 
days,' remarked Sir John. 

* No, no ; there's no such luck for a 
simple fellow like me. That is all for your 
clever, cool, wide-awake hands. Besides, I 
go in for the aflPections, and all that sort of 
thing. Lawless here and I are of the same 
mind ; are we not. Lawless V And the 
gossip buzzed about, depositing here and 
there his valueless acquisitions. 

The shadow darkened deeper on the 
brow of Lawless, and the chill fell colder 
on his heart. The portfolio had no longer 
any attractions for him ; and the chair, that 
a few moments before he would have risked 
his life to possess, was soon abandoned 
with indifference. To Grace the change 
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was simply bewildering. Had Maurice be- 
come suddenly ill ? Something, and that 
serious, must be the matter ; but what 
could it be ? For the rest of the evening 
there was no lifting of the cloud, no shin- 
ing out of the old bright spirit. Maurice 
seemed to have been suddenly converted 
into another person. The words of the 
gossip were totally inapplicable to his case ; 
nevertheless the arrow shot by an idle 
hand struck and rankled in his pride. 

Grace returned home in a state of 
intense perplexity ; and not a few tears 
were shed on her pillow that night ere 
sleep fell upon her eyelids. 

Next morning Sir Maurice received 
the following, which, after reading it, he 
handed to his daughter : — 
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* Friday Night, 

'Dear Marshal, 

* Accept my most earnest con- 
gratulations on your well-won honours. 
I regret I cannot ojBfer them in person. 
I am ojBT by the morning mail for Ire- 
land. I had a notion of remaining to 
the close of the Session, and returning 
with you and Grace, which I should have 
very much wished to do ; but my mother, 
from whom I have just received a letter, 
is no doubt anxious to have me with 
her, as she has some arrangements to 
make, and my assistance would be of 
use to her. Hoping we shall meet in a 
few days hence, I remain, dear Marshal, 

' Affectionately yo\n:s, 
' Maurice Fitzgerald Lawless.' 

* Field Marshal Sir Maurice (J Donnelly K.C.B., ^c, ^c. 

* P.S. — Tell Grace her little dog is safe. 
I found him at my place last night, and he 
would not quit me on any account. I had 
better take him with me to Ireland, and 
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save so much trouble to his mistress. — 

M. F. l; 

The Marshal had not much of his 
daughter s company that morning, though 
his heart yearned for companionship. On 
one pretence or other, Grace escaped to 
her room, the door of which she locked 
against intrusion. But for its postscript, 
the letter would have been almost im- 
endurable ; but as the thought of Moss 
lying in Maurice's arms, and petted for 
his mistress' sake, presented itself to her 
mind, its balm robbed the sting of its 
bitterness. It was very silly of her, no 
doubt — very undignified, and that kind 
of thing ; but she actually cut out that 
ridiculous postscript, and inserted it in 
the locket which she wore. Strange, 
with what small things we mortals are 
pleased ! — a sprig of myrtle, a crushed 



110 THE NEXT GENERATION. 

rose, a withered leaf, even a postscript 
of a painfiil letter. At any rate, when 
the Marshal next saw his daughter, she 
was all he conld desire — bright, gay, 
happy ; and such was the effect of the 
talisman — of that poor postscript about her 
dog Moss — the manner in which she 
discharged her duties to the last hour 
of the Session endeared her more than 
ever to her unfailing friend the Chancellor 
of the Exchequer. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

Mrs. Lawless' reception of Sir Martin 
Crosby and Miss Elmsley was so cordial, 
so genuine in its warmth, that they had 
not been an hour under her roof, before 
they experienced, in the fullest sense, that 
most dehghtfiil of all sensations to a 
guest — of being thoroughly at home. They 
knew and felt that their visit was a 
source of real pleasure to their hostess : 
they could not look in her eyes, or hear 
the tones of her voice, without knowing 
and feeling that it was so. And Mrs. 
Lawless was just the woman to make 
her home agreeable to her guests. 
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She might be described in a word as a 
lady — not a mere creature of conventional- 
isms and boarding-school drill; but one 
of those women who derive their diploma 
from NatTire — whose native sweetness of 
disposition and kindliness of heart have 
most to do with their refinement of 
manner. Probably fifty years of age, Mrs. 
Lawless was young-looking for her years; 
owing in a great degree to her almost 
constant residence in the country, away 
from the glare and heat of towns, and 
the wear and tear of fashionable life. 
She was occasionally induced to venture 
to London, and Dublin — ^now its rival in 
gaiety ; but so many and so pressing were 
the demands made upon her by her friends 
in both capitals, that she was not sorry, but 
the contrary, to return to her own home 
to her books, her conservatory and flower- 
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gardens, her dairy, from which a constant 
supply of sweet and fragrant butter was 
sent to the market; to her neighbours of 
her own class, who longed for her society, 
and to her neighbours of an hiunbler 
class, who either might require her as- 
sistance, or were benefitted by her pre- 
sence. Mrs. Lawless was not a *blue:' 
she was simply a well-read and well- 
informed woman, au courant — thanks to 
the provident care of her son, himself 
no idler — ^with the literature of the day. 
She had herself never felt the slightest 
desire to take any personal or direct 
share in the great movement which has 
so revolutionised modem society ; yet she 
sympathised with the successful efforts 
of her sex to free themselves from re- 
strictions and constraints, not dictated by 
natural laws, but the result rather of 

VOL. III. I 
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selfishness and jealousy — indeed, of a 
steady and continuous encroachment on 
natural right; for the natural right, Mrs. 
Lawless not unwisely considered, ought 
to co-exist with ability and fitness. In 
her own quiet way, she proved the fit- 
ness of woman for the management of 
business, and that of no small impor- 
tance, — namely, by her prudent and sue- 
cessfiil guardianship of the family property 
during her son'8 minority. It had been 
seriously entangled in consequence of her 
husband's profiise liberality ; but by the 
time Maurice came of age, it was ad- 
mitted to be one of the best circum- 
stanced estates in the county. Her in- 
fluence with the tenants was great and 
beneficial ; but with the labourers, who, 
to use the phrase of one of themselves, 
* worshipped the ground she trod upon/ 
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that influence was of inestimable value. 
There was no dogmatism in her manner, 
no impatience or forcing in her policy : 
what she did, in the way of such im- 
provements as absolutely required their 
co-operation, she effected by gentleness 
and persuasion, and, at times, by appa- 
rently yielding her judgment to theirs, 
and allowing them to admit the failure 
of their peculiar notions, or the success 
of her experiments. 

A devout and even ardent Cathohc, 
Mrs. Lawless was on the best possible 
terms with her Protestant neighbours, to 
whose houses she was always welcoma 
And in her own house it would be diffi- 
cult to say which was the greater favou- 
rite, the Rector or the Parish Priest. The 
Rev. Dominick Daly and the Rev. Francis 
Madden were her constant guests, but 
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scarcely more so than Dr. Moran and his 
daughter Minnie — a young lady whose 
Hhransindent charrums' had evoked the 
finest effort of the Muse of Mr. Power — 
* Billy Power' — the Postman. Mrs. Law- 
less was not a Christian of the austere 
type; — one of those who perversely be- 
lieve that human beings were created 
solely that they might be miserable in 
this life, m order they might be saved in 
the next. It was not her opinion that this 
earth was endowed with its wondrous 
beauty, and the revolving seasons filled 
with unfailing sources of recurring de- 
light, that God's creatures should be im- 
conscious of His gifts, and insensible to 
His beneficence. Her Christianity was 
grateful — andj cheerful, because it was 
grateful. Thanks to her youthfulness of 
spirits, the result in some degree of a 
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vigorous constitution and unbroken health, 
she was a welcome companion to the 
young people of the neighbourhood, whose 
amusements she zealously promoted; and 
in the county roimd there was no more 
judicious accompanyist at the piano, and 
no more indefettigable player of all kinds 
of dance music. Such was the hostess of 
the Surgeon General and his niece. 

Miss Elmsley found herself in a new 
state of existence ; and the change was 
much for her advantage, as a means of 
rest and restoration. Away from London, 
its ceaseless roar and whirl, its perpetual 
strain on the brain of the active workers 
of society, she rejoiced in the delicious 
quiet and freshness of the coimtry, and 
the balmy purity of the air. Everything 
filled her with delight — ^the sights and 
sounds of rural life — the lowing of the 
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sleek and gentle cows — the joyous bark- 
ing of the fiiendly dogs — even the very 
accent of the people, and their modes of 
expression* Where there is a willingness 
in the mind to be pleased, matters appa- 
rently trivial, or of little interest to 
others, are sources of real gratification. 

Next evening, the Rector and his 
daughter. Dr. Bryan Costello and his 
wife, and the two Priests, joined the 
family dinner-party. Sir Martin and the 
Rector had been companions and fast 
friends in College ; and the best bedroom 
in Sir Martin's house in London was 
ever at the service of his 'dear old 
chum.' The Priests found Sir Martiu 
fully up to the idea they had formed of 
that generous champion of the Irish 
people, as they justly termed him ; and 
Sir Martin was equally pleased vdth 
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them. To Dr. Costello the presence of 
one of the most eminent members of his 
profession — one, too, who had afforded 
him such hospitality in the Great City — 
was a cause of genuine pleasure. Some- 
thing may be said of the Costellos. 

No two men were more respected, or 
stood higher in general esteem, than Col- 
man Costello and his brother Bryan, 
the Doctor. The Doctor was in the 
prime of life, somewhat below the middle 
height, but strong of build, with great 
energy of character, and almost exhaust- 
less powers of endurance. Thoroughly 
versed in his profession, his practice was 
"extensive and remunerative ; so that, 
«ven without his own portion of the 
family property, and the money of his 
wife, the Doctor could aiTord to live in 
excellent style. Warm-hearted, impetu- 
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' OTIS, and occasionally a little choleric, 
Bryan Costello may be said to have had 
four dominant — ^we can scarcely call them 
passions, and they certainly were not 
weaknesses, — ^namely, devotion to his coun- 
try, which, in his opinion, excelled all the 
countries of the world ; reverence for his 
Church, respecting whose truth no sha- 
dow of doubt ever crossed his mind ; en- 
thusiasm for his Profession, which he 
deemed the noblest of all others — rightly 
understood, a Religion and a Priesthood; 
and an unlimited belief in Mrs. Costel- 
lo's perfection and infaUibihty. 

Mrs. Bryan Costello was one of those 
women bom to be looked up to, Nature 
having in her instance made some blim- 
der of intention, for she was tall as the 
average of the other sex. A genuinely 
good woman, sound of intellect and kind 
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of heart, she was not what the gene- 
rality of men would consider to be a 
loveable one. But in the Doctor's eyes 
she was simply perfection. With him, 
her size was grandeur — her brusquerie, a 
noble energy — ^a certain hardness of expres- 
sion, decided character. * Sir, on Ireland's 
ground there is not a finer woman, or a 
more perfect nature.* This was the 
Doctor's comprehensive summary of his 
wife's physical and moral perfections ; but 
only imparted to his most intimate friends, 
and then at moments which inspired and 
justified this eflftisiveness of the heart. 
In the early time of their marriage they 
had been blessed with a boy, who for 
four years was the object of their united 
idolatry. But Croup, which respects no 
home, pounced upon the blooming child, 
a model of infant strength and beauty. 
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and tore him from the sight of those who 

« 

loved him only too well. The little coffin 
was laid in the sianniest nook of the family 
burial-place; and roimd that grave there 
grew the fairest plants and the sweetest 
flowers. But in spirit that child was 
ever with them — his loving words, his 
sportive sallies, his pleasant rogueries, — 
these were as fresh in their memory as 
the day they laid him in the grave in 
the sunny churchyard nook. There had 
been a hope of a successor to the dead 
Bryan, but a disappointment followed. 
The hope still survived ; and there seemed 
to be no reason why the property of the 
Doctor and his wife should not go in the 
direct line of descent. 

There was, however, a second Bryan, 
the sturdy son of Cohnan Costello, whose 
house was distant but a twenty minutes' 
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walk from the little town of BaUy- 
nuggett, on the outskirts of which the 
Doctor was pleasantly established. And 
the bereaved mother, who won the child's 
love by such fond arts as women know how 
to employ, would clasp to her breast the 
counterpart of her lost one, in a paroxysm 
of tenderness for which no one, out of her 
own family, would give her credit for 
feeling. 

The Doctor and his wife were frequent 
and ever welcome guests at Rathcolman, 
his brother's well-stocked mansion ; as 
whenever Uncle Bryan made his appear- 
ance, not only fun and fi'olic soon prevailed, 
but license was in the ascendant. Colman, 
the father of the flourishing yoimg pro- 
geny — nine, counting the baby in arms — 
had the family weakness for children ; but 
he vainly sought to hide it under an 
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exterior of affected severity, whicli half 
deceived his wife, the most motheriy of 
women, only to increase, if that were pos- 
sible, her love for her offspring. 

Colman Costello had frequently been 
asked to allow himself to be put in nomina- 
tion for a seat in the Imperial Parhament, 
or for the Parliament in Dublin; but he 
persistently declined the honour, preferring 
the peacefiil pursuits of agriculture — to 
which he was very partial, and respecting 
which he was a high authority — to the 
weary toil and wasting excitement of public 
life. Nevertheless he was proud of the 
confidence which this desire on the part of 
his neighbours and friends — to avail them- 
selves of his services — evinced. 

If the Doctor had any prejudice with 
respect to matters belonging to his own 
profession, it was one not in favour of 
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Women Physicians. As there did not 
happen to be a Lady Doctor within twenty 
or thirty miles of the scene of his practice, 
it was a prejudice rather passive than 
active. Had he been thrown into the 
society of any other member of the female 
branch of the profession than Miss Elmsley, 
he might have felt somewhat awkward in 
consequence ; but as he now sat next to 
her at dinner, he gratefiilly remembered 
the attention which she had shown him 
in London ; and her quiet gentleness of 
manner, so totally unpretending and 
modest, while every word and look was 
replete with intelligence and sympathy, 
made him, if not a convert to Women 
Doctors, at least forget, or overlook the 
feict, that she was one of the most emi- 
nent of the body. 

Sir Martin was glad to hear confirmed 
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what his own observation had led him to 
suppose — ^that the harvest was certain to be 
in all respects favourable. According to the 
Doctor's account, the cereal crop was good, 
the potato had not exhibited the slightest 
appearance of blight, and the tiunips and 
mangolds, and other crops of that descrip- 
tion, had been saved by rains, which fell 
so softly and refreshingly that they served 
rather than injured the ripening grain. 
The condition of the country was summed 
up in words of glorious significance to the 
ear of the statesman and the patriot — 
abundance and tranquillity — progress and 
contentment. There was no tale of outrage, 
no appalling shadow of murder — nothing 
whatever sensational. As Father Dominick 
remarked, the state of things was 'pro- 
saical, but pleasant.' 

' ReaUy, Father Daly,' said Sir Martin, 
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* I fear me you Irish are in a fair way to 
lose all your romance/ 

'That I rather doubt. Sir Martin/ 
replied the Priest. 'We have rather sub- 
stituted one kind of romance for another ; 
and, for my own part, I prefer that of 
Arcadia to that of the Newgate Calendar. 
Hmnan nature will always be human 
nature ; and if we wished to make it other- 
wise, we could not succeed in doing so. 
But we may improve, and soften, and 
elevate, and also control ; and though we 
Priests have, as we must have, some little 
trouble at times, we have a fine wholesome 
pubhc sentiment in our favour — in favour 
rather of law and order — which — and that 
was the great evil of the past — did not 
exist some twenty or even fifteen years 
since, or was only growing into existence 
about that time.* 
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'Father Dominick is right/ said the 
Rector, ' the public sentiment in favour of 
the laws, and in support of their authority, 
is worth all the police and judges and jails 
in the world ; and I, Sir Martin, can add 
my joyfiil testimony to the fact, not only 
of its existence in vigorous maturity, but 
as to its most salutary influence/ 

'What you say, gentlemen, is very 
gratifying to me ; it is indeed/ Sir Martin 
uttered these words with deep feeling. 

' That we can well believe, Sir Martin. 
But we must never forget that the whole- 
some public sentiment spoken of is the 
result of good laws — laws in which the 
people have confidence. Without these, 
confidence could not exist ; and without 
confidence in the laws — that is, a belief in 
their wisdom and justice, and that they 
were intended for our good — a pubhc senti- 
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ment in favour of their sustainment would 
be as impossible as illogical/ 

^Father Daly/ said Sir Martin, 'you 
express my views fully. I have never 
faltered in my belief of the change that was 
to come, sooner or later ; and, on the other 
hand, I have frequently remonstrated with 
those who expected to see the change 
eflfected with the rapidity of a transforma- 
tion scene in an Easter Pantomime.' 

' Yes, Sir Martin,' said the Doctor. ' A 
change such as we witness in Ireland was 
not to be accomplished in a night, or in a 
year, or in ten years. We cannot imdo in 
a decade the evil of centuries. But there 
are those who expect what would be 
magical, not what is natural. Even we. 
Sir Martin, whether we like it or not, can- 
not cure a chronic case in a moment ; and I 
may add, it would be rather a hard thing 

VOL. III. K 
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for the doctors, though a pleasant thing for 
their patients, if they could.' 

' I quite agree with you, Doctor,' said 
Sir Martin. ' And though I may say I am 
virtually out of the profession, I feel all its 

esprit de corps ; and I certainly resent cures 
by magic/ 

* We don't complain of the growth of a 
plant, or a tree, or of the time occupied in 
any act of laborious and patient construc- 
tion,' said the Parish Priest ; ' but, by some 
strange inconsistency, we expect that the 
slowest, the most tedious, the most im- 
portant process of all, — the growth of con- 
fidence in the mind of a people, and that a 
people having at one time good cause for a 
very opposite feeling, — should be the work 
of an instant. Father Madden there didn't 
learn to sing by inspiration — did you, 
Pather Frank ? ' 
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The young Priest, thus suddenly ad- 
dressed, blushed a little and laughed, as he 
remarked that his reverend superior rather 
weakened his general proposition by his 
last illustration. 

' Did I, indeed ? Then Sir Martin wiU 
be the judge ; and if after hearing Father 
Frank, he decides that he is what he is 
without much "scaling" — ^much laborious 
ascending and descending of the gamut, 
all I can say is, I will believe iq magic. 
You shall hear him. Sir Martin ; and re- 
member my fate is in your hands.' 

There was a delightftd stroll through 
ihe gardens and on the lawn before tea; 
and afterwards much music. Mrs. Lawless 
played all kinds of melodies with exquisite 
taste. One might be pardoned for the fanci- 
ful assumption that she had a soul iq each of 
her finger-tips, and that they infused their 
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spirit into the ivory keys of the instru- 
ment, which wailed and wept in mourn- 
ful sweetness, or thrilled with the passion 
of the lover, or the loftier passion of the 
patriot. Some delicious glees were sung by 
the Rector, the Doctor, and the two Priests, 
who had had many previous performances 
and ' practices ' together ; and when thi& 
concerted music was woimd up with the 
' Last Rose of Summer,' with the aid of the 
additional voices of Mrs. Lawless and Miss 
Moran, the eflfect was really fine. 

' Gad, Mary,' said Sir Martin to his 
niece, ^ I have often paid my guinea to 
hear singing that did not please me one 
quarter as well as that. And now that I 
have it for nothing, I must insist on hav- 
ing it a second time at the same price.' 

And it was sung again, to Sir Martin's 
still greater pleasure. 

^I do love the melodies of my own 
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country/ said Miss Moran to Miss Elms- 
ley ; * but I must say I love those of 
Scotland not less. What can be more ex- 
quisite than this V And she sang with 
great tenderness of feeling that evergreen 
of ballads, ' Ye banks and braes !' 

' Beautiftil ! truly beautiful ! ' exclaimed 
Sir Martin ; * I know I am the most un- 
conscionable of mortals ; but, Miss Moran, 
would you give me more V 

* With pleasure, Sir Martin. It is not 
at all times I have so sympathetic an 
audience — ^for Papa, I assure you, is as 
critical as a Professor, and regards a false 
note as an unpardonable offence/ And 
Miss Moran sang 'Auld RobiQ Gray' 
with faultless simplicity of style. 

' Nothing can excel that, Miss Moran, 
the Rector notwithstanding,' said Sir 
Martin. 

'You must hear a solo from Father 
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Madden. He is the authority in this part 
of the world on all musical matters/ said 
Miss Moran. 

*Fact, Sir Martin/ said the Rector. 
' Father Frank, had he not chosen the 
Church, might have made a fortime on 
the Stage/ 

* Really, Dr. Moran is too partial,' said 
Father Frank. 

' Not a bit, — ^not a bit. Sir Martin — 
the truth, the whole truth, and nothing 
but the truth. Come, Sir, vindicate me, 
and convict yourself. Here, Sir, is your 
place. My daughter will accompany you 
in that glorious bravura, "Stay, traitor, 
stay!" from the new opera of Barceloni's.' 
And the Rector led the blushing Curate 
to the instniment. 

The Rector was vindicated ; for there 
swelled through the spacious drawing- 
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room a voice rich, sweet, and powerfiil, 
of high cultivation, and full of the true 
dramatic expression. 

'Well, Sir Martin,' said the Parish 
Priest, ' was my illustration so bad, after 
all ? Who with an ear on his head, or 
an idea in it, will venture to say that 
Father Frank, while indebted largely to 
nature, does not owe much also to his 
own study and practice !' 

'You and the Rector are both right. 
He is indeed a splendid singer, and would 
make a sensation in London, if he could 
only be heard there/ 

' That's a fine young fellow,' Sir Martin 
afterwards remarked to the Rector. 

' Yes ; a young man of the highest cha- 
racter, and of great simplicity of manner. 
He is a gentleman, a scholar, and a man of 
nice taste. I have known him to cross the 
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moTintain at all hours of the night, in the 
midst of winter too, to answer a "sick 
call ;" and Father Daly tells me he never 
knew him to murmur at any amount of 
work, or disturbance of his natural rest. 
We had a sharp touch of cholera here some 
few years back; and that yoimg curate — 
he was then but a year or two on the 
mission — ^was everywhere ; in fact, ubiqui- 
tous. Sir Martin, it is that which gives 
these men such a hold on the hearts of 
the people.' 

' Moran, you and I must have some 
long rambles together. I want to talk 
with you so much.^ 

' Delighted, Sir Martin — just the thing 
I should like. Say the day after to-morrow. 
That will suit you ? All right. But it is 
getting late, and we must be going.' 

And so the pleasant party broke up at 
an hour when Fashion, still imreformed. 
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only thinks of commencing her revels; 
that is, when Fashion holds high court 
in the capitals of her gay empire. 

^ Maurice, be good enough to touch 
that bell,' said Mrs. Lawless to her son, as 
sounds of laughter, emanating from another 
part of the house, were audible in the 
breakfast-parlour. 

^What is the matter, mother? — any- 
thing wrong?' 

^ Nothing, my dear — only Billy.' 

Maurice laughed, and Sir Martin asked 
who was Billy? when he was informed 
that Billy was the letter-carrier, and a 
* character ' of local celebrity. Sir Martin 
wished for a personal introduction to a 
personage of such high distinction, and 
Lawless promised to gratify his desire in a 
moment or two. 

The servant entered, bearing with him 
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a small bag, wHcli lie placed on the table, 
but retaining an expression between a 
broad smile and a laughing grin, which he 
found it difficult to subdue. 
^ Dan, has Billy gone ? ' 

* Yes, Mr. Maurice — by the shrubbery 
walk/ 

« 

* Then, Sir Martin, come with me, and 
we can just catch him before he passes 
through the gate.' 

Before the two gentlemen overtake the 
postman, we may say something of one so 
famous in his district. Had Mr. WiUiam 
Power, or * Billy the Postman,' as he was 
generally termed, been the most prosaic 
of mortals, his office would have imparted 
a certain interest to its holder; for the 
postman is not only a kind of link between 
the home circle and the world outside, 
but his visits are oftentimes associated 
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with our hopes and fears, our joys and 
our sorrows. That bag of his — storm- 
beaten or sun-scorched as it is — is, to 
many an anxious waiter, as a Book of 
Fate ; and that letter, so imconsciously 
oflfered by the callous functionary, may lift 
us to the high top-gallant-mast of delight, 
or plunge us to the very lowest depths of 
despair. But it was Billy Power who im- 
parted an additional interest to his func- 
tions, — the man to the office, not the 
office to the man. 

Billy was not an Adonis, either in point 
of years or personal attractions. Age had 
somehow surprised him in the sunshine 
of his moral youth, and left him rather 
grizzled, and the worse of the wear. But 
Billy's juveniHty of spirit and sprightliness 
of soul never deserted him. A scholar 
and a student, he was veritably a Man of 
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Letters. Billy was a bachelor, not from 
insensibility, but from stem necessity. 
For the ' Faymale Sex ' his admiration was 
perpetual, his affection universal. His 
large and liberal nature included all, of 
every type, colour, station, and degree — 
from the dainty daughter of the mansion, 
fresh, in her morning beauty, as the flower 
of the garden, who blushingly received, 
and promptly hid away, the document 
marked * Private ' on front and back ; to 
the ruddy damsel whose literary investi- 
gations rarely went beyond the open page 
of the Book of Nature. Platonic flirtation 
was at once a pastime and a rehef to our 
Postman : it lightened the tedium of his 
daily labours, while it afforded a safe and 
agreeable vent to the abounding tenderness 
of his soul. 

For the domestic branch of the esta- 
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blishment which he visited ia his pro- 
fessional tours, he displayed all his gal- 
lantry, and no little of his erudition. Few 
indeed of the * comely feir ones,' whom he 
had not likened to every bewildering god- 
dess or fascinating nymph of the Grecian 
mythology, or to whom Tie had not dedi- 
cated some scrap from a fetvourite author, 
if not an impromptu from his own gushing 
lyre. Where the construction of a man- 
sion aflforded Billy an opportunity of se- 
lecting his means of entrance, he rather 
preferred that of the back, to that within 
range of the windows of the breakfast- 
parlour or the dining-room ; as he thus 
secured a few moments for the free inter- 
change of sentiment with the younger and, 
where possible, with the more attractive 
members of the household staff. 

Mr. Power waa proud of the descent 
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he claimed From the Norman Conquerors 
of England he derived a large share of that 
impetuous current which warmed his heart 
and fired his brain ; for the other ' moiety ' 
he was indebted to the finest of the ' ould 
Irish' stock. Billy was intensely Hiber- 
nian ; and disdaining the affected elegance 
of the more ambitious of his cUents, who 
inclined to an English mode of pronimcia- 
tion, he determined that, at least in his 
person, the foil and suflBcient flavour, the 
genuine breadth and depth of expression, 
should be given to that language which he 
condescended to speak. Thus, as an ex- 
ample — when he playfiilly declared himself 
to be a non-combatant, serving his coimtry 
with his legs, and not with his arms, 
he pronounced the latter word ' ammis,' 
thereby bestowing upon it two additional 
letters, which imparted to it a fiiller soimd. 
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if not a more marked significance. Mr. 
Power was a severe student of French and 
Italian literature ; but he rigidly applied 
his own rules of pronunciation to those 
tongues — which rendered his French espe- 
cially expressive, and indeed remark- 
able. 

It was pleasant to see th^ * comely 
young maidens' of Billy's constant lip- 
worship tossing their shapely heads with 
an affectation of disdain, against which 
their smiles bore evidence, as they wer« 
subjected to a close fire of classical and 
historical compliments. 

' I won't be bothering myself with you, 

■ 

Billy — you're a rag on every bush, and you 
say the same fine things to every girl you 
meet — if you met ten thousand' — would a 
laughing fair one say, after having received 
a more than ordinary eloquent expression 
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of the Postman's admiration. To which 
charge he would thus plead, — 

^You must blame the splindid pro- 
fusion of Nature for it all. There are 
roses, and car-nations, and lillies so fair ; 
and a man with an eye in his head, or 
a nose on his face, can't be insinsible to 
to the at-thractions of aich.' 

* Oh, indeed, Mister Power, there is no 
trusting you. You're a fine boy, Billy — 
that's what you are.' 

* Don't pass that cruel sintince on 
yer ad-mirer, ye darling jewel ; for as the 
sweet Bard of Erin sings — 

'Believe me if all those endearing — ' 

Faith, there's the parlour bell ! and I must 
be off' 

Billy's scamper was the result of the 
bell rung at the desire of Mrs. Lawless. 
He was, however, caught by her son and 
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Sir Martin as he emerged from the shrub- 
bery, and was making towards the gate, 
at a kind of sling trot ; a pace that en- 
abled him to get over a great deal of 
ground with comparative ease. 

* Why, Billy, what kept you so long 
with the letters ? My mother thought 
you would never have deHvered them.' 

'Misther Maurice, I was only orga- 
nizing them.' 

^ Organizing them! All very fine, Billy. 
That won't go down with me, though it 
may with Father Daly. Sir Martin, this 
gentleman here before you is the most 
accomplished deluder in this parish/ 

^ Sir, you'll plaze take what the Mim- 
ber says cum grano! 

^True biU, Sir Martin. What is the 
cause of this tendency of yours, Billy?' 

VOL. III. L 
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»■ 

^ Well, gintlemen, it's a matther of tim- 
peramint/ 

* Temperament is all very fine, Mr. 
Power. It may be an explanation^ but 

no excuse, Sir/ 

*Then, Misther Maurice, I sup-pose 
'tis something in that Norman blood of 
mine, mingling with the fiery Keltic 
sthrame. If 'tisn't that, gintlemen, I have 
no chritayrion to go by/ 

' There is something in that. Sir Mar- 
tin — something like an apology to the 
wounded feelings of our woman population. 
But tell us, Billy, — and you may speak in 
honourable confidence, — which of all the 
damsels of the district meets most with 
the approval of your highness?' 

'The Mimber, Sir, is in a sarcastical 
vein this morning. But I don't care. Sir. 
From a fiindly hand I ac-cept the blow/ 
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* But can't you say, Billy, to which 
side does your choice incline V 

' Then, Misther Maurice, as you ask me, 
I'll rayly and thruly answer. There are 
many men of many minds — some like the 
slindher, some the ro-bust : my taste is the 
maydhium. What the Frinch call the 
contower is my fancy/ 

'The contoiver!* remarked Sir Martin, 

' Yes,' explained Lawless, * our fiiend 
here is classical, and admires contour. 
As that is so, Billy, wouldn't that fine 
girl I saw blushing at your compliments, 
as I passed Sir Maurice O'Donnell's gate 
yesterday — wouldn't she suit you ? She 
has contour to perfection/ 

' The contower/ said Billy, with solem- 
nity, * is the great illiment of faymale 
beauty, no doubt in life. And, gintlemen, 
I can't deny having a kind of Platonic 
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pangsho7i* for that young girl. But, Mis- 
ther Maurice ' — and here the Postman 
became confidential — ' she's a little past 
the payriod of her vergeenial bloom ; and I 
prefer the tindher May to the leafy June.' 

* What an epicure the rascal is !' said 
Lawless, as both laughed at the develop- 
ment of the Postman's tastes. 

' But, it's all Platonic, Misther Maurice ; 
for I've got Horace's complaint.' 

* Is that a new complaint ?' inquired 
the Surgeon -General, with professional 
interest. 

' A very ould one in this part of the 
world, Sir Martin — the res angusta 
domi' 

' Bravo !' cried Sir Martin. ' You know 
Latin also, Billy.' 

' Faith I do, Sir Martin. I may say 

* In ordinaiy French, penchant. 
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'tis kind for me, for I was bom in an 
atmosphere of litheratnre. But, after all, 
what's the good of it to many ? As some- 
body said, a man may be a fool in a dozen 
languages. It's the sinse. Sir Martin — 
the sinse/ 

^ Good, Billy ; very good. But learning 
is a great resource-a friend when all other 
friends may happen to desert one.' 

* Spoken thruly. Sir Martin. So I cul- 
tivate litheratiu-e on a little oat-male.' 
And Billy laughed, adding, * I must be 
going, gintlemen. Inclination— the delight 
of co-mingling with supayrior minds in 
sweet discoorse — must give way to the 
public intherest. You're thruly welcome 
to Ireland, Sir Martin ; for the thrumpet 
of fame has wafted your name to our viner- 
able hills.' 

' Thank you, Billy — thank you very 
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much ;' and Sir Martin slipped into the 
Postman's hand a liberal reminder of their 
first interview. 

* Poor fellow !' said Lawless ; ' there is 
not a bit of harm in him, but much good. 
With all his Platonic tendencies, and his 
pleasant flirtations, he has sacrificed his 
hopes in that direction to the support of 
an old mother and a crippled sister/ 

* I must look in on the old lady before 
I go,' said Sir Martin. 
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CHAPTEE V. 

*Now, Moran/ said Sir Martin to the 
Rector, as both set out on one of their 
promised . excursions, during which the 
Englishman might be enabled to see the 
country a little more in detail, and the 
friends enjoy a fulness and jfreedom of con- 
versation not altogether possible on other 
occasions — Hell me, is all this real?' 

^ Is what real. Sir Martin V 

*This tranquillity and contentment — 

this willing obedience to the law, — ^is all 

this real?' 

' My dear Sir Martin, why should it 

not be so ? Our people are not remark- 
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able for concealment, nor are they hypo- 
crites. If anything, they are more inclined 
to exaggerate, and thus, at times, give one 
the idea of a stronger or a deeper feeling 
than may actually exist. But to give a direct 
answer to a direct question — I say it is real 
— genuinely real. The prosperity is real. 
That you can see on the face of the country, 
in the dress of the people — ^in their houses, 
in their circumstances, — ^nay, in their very 
air and manner. That being real, it natu- 
rally follows that th^ happiness and con- 
tentment are real also ; and with these 
you have the natural and logical result — 
tranquillity, respect for life and property — 
in one word, obedience to the laws.' 

*But, my dear friend, do tell me all 
you can about Ireland. I am an English- 
man — perhaps as genuine a John Bull as 
any one of my countrjnnen. But I love 
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Ireland, and, as you know, have taken her 
part at all times — though in former times 
not always with the warm approval of 
some of my fiiends/ 

* Sir Martin, the Irish are a warm- 
hearted and a grateful people ; and I assure 
you there is no name more respected in 
this country than yours. You are known 
far and wide, as one of the most unselfish 
and consistent of the friends of Ireland/ 

' I am very proud, Moran, to hear you 
say so. I always thought we English- 
men owed a deep and long-delayed debt 
of justice and atonement to Ireland ; and 
I, as one Englishman, always determined 
to discharge to the uttermost my portion 
of the obHgation. If that could not be 
done at once, and ^at one eflfort, as it 
could not be, we were bound to pay it 
by instalments, as O'Connell, whom my 
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father knew well, was willing to accept 
it. But do let me see if yonr notions 
and mine agree as to the causes of the 
different state of feeling at present. You 
speak — I listen.' 

*Well, Sir Martin, there were several 
genuine causes of Irish discontent, aggr*- 
vated, in the popular mind, by the loss 
of the Parliament of the country — one 
of those things which a nation finds it 
hard to forget, especially if that loss 
be attended by evils which are patent 
and notorious. I now need say nothing 
whatever as to the motives of those by 
whom the Union was brought about, •and 
finally consmnmated ; but assuming that 
their intentions, before and after that 
event, were of the most benevolent kind, 
it was impossible that that, which was 
a vital loss, could be compensated for by 
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giving Tis a share in Imperial legislation, 
while really handing over to you the power 
of making laws for us, according to your 
will and pleasure. You either forced your 
laws — yoiur own laws, or laws conceived 
according to your own notions — on a people 
who were unwilling in the first instance 
to receive laws at all at your hands ; or 
you endeavoured to adapt them to a people 
of whom you were ignorant, or to circiun- 
fitances which you had not the knowledge 
or the patience to understand. Even when 
you were benevolently inclined, which was 
not always, you sadly blundered in think- 
ing that whatever was good for your 
happy, prosperous coimtry, was also the 
thing for Ireland — a coimtry which was 
not happy, and was not prosperous. I am 
of opinion. Sir Martin, that you, as an ex- 
perienced physician,, would not treat totally 
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different cases alike ; and there are as 
marked opposites in the social or political, 
and even the moral lives of nations, as in 
the physical conditions of individuals/ 

* Right, Moran : I follow your idea — 
it is correct and just,' assented Sir 
Martin. 

' Then you Enghshmen were impatient 
of Ireland, regarding her as importimate 
and unreasonable ; when it was she, from 
whose hands, remember, you had taken 
all power of self-cure, had a just right 
to blame your blundering, your obsti- 
nacy, and your neglect. You had the 
unfortimate patient at your mercy, and, for 
sheer shame sake, you were obliged to try 
and do something for her ; and I must 
say, as a rule, that that something was not 
the best or the wisest. Thus when ter- 
rible crimes startled the public mind of 



THE NEXT OENEBATION. 167 

England, too many in that country thought 
more of the crime than of the cause of the 
crime ; and while attempting to deal with 
the symptoms, they altogether ignored the 
cause of the disease/ 

' Shocking bad doctoring, Moran/ 
' No worse, Sir Martin. But you Eng- 
glish are a stiff-necked race, and you of 
com^se knew best ; though there was not 
a philosophic writer of all Europe but con- 
stantly exposed the folly of your treat- 
ment, and predicted the certainty of its 
failure. At length. Sir Martin, the patient 
— the poor experimented-upon patient — 
so long strapped down, by legislative 
bands, to your operating table — became 
unmanageable. Then, and only then — 
after three quarters of a centiuy of bun- 
gling and quackery, not the less injurious 
in its results because sometimes benevolent 
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in its intention, you caUed in Common 
Sense and Human Nature — two highly 
respectable Physicians, Sir Martin ; and 
they told you plainly enough that all you 
had been doing was wrong — wrong from 
the very beginning ; and that you had 
better commence by swallowing your own 
prescriptions, in order to see how you 
would like them yoiurselves/ 

'Rector, Rector, don't! — for mercy's 
sake, don't ! ' interposed Sir Martin, with 
an air of comical disgust. 'That swal- 
lowing of one's own medicines is too much 
.even for the most hardened conscience.' 

'Then, in pity, I drop the metaphor; 
and I say England did at length frankly 
admit her error, and she bravely and reso- 
lutely set about atoning for it. It is now 
three-and-twenty years since the Irish 
Church was disestablished, and, as it was 
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termed, though not with the same accu- 
racy, disendowed. We Protestants — 
though, in this respect / was not one of 
them — regarded the act as one of perfidy 
and treason, the more inexcusable as 
coming from those whose servants and 
instruments we had been for more than 
two centuries, keeping watch and ward 
over the Catholic Nation, and forgetting 
that we ourselves were but a better class 
of prisoner, because on a more favourable 
side of the door. We, at the time of this 
change, were so angry and indignant, that 
we could only think of ourselves and our 
privileges, and not of the people or the 
coimtry. This was foolish, though it was 
not unnatiuul under the circimistances, 
especially when it is remembered that we 
had been pampered and spoiled by too 
much care and coddling. But we have 
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lived long enough to see the Act of 1869 
in its true light — as a measiure of justice 
and high statesmanship — as the first 
formal reversal of a pernicious policy — a 
policy which, like an evil tree, could bear 
none but evil fruit — bitter disappointment, 
if not disaster. There are still, as you 
may expect, even a few, though a very 
few, gnunblers among us ; but if you were 
this day to poll the Protestant or Episco- 
palian Clergy of Ireland, from Deny to the 
Cape Clear, I venture to think that not one 
himdred — nay, not fifty of them — would 
deliberately return to the old state of 
things ; the present is so much better and 
happier, for them and for all.' 

'Good, Rector; good,' said the Eng- 
lishman. 

'It is good. Sir Martin. At first — 
for three or four years after — we stood 
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aloof from our Catholic brethren in the 
ministry ; but when we found how tho- 
roughly consistent they were in their po- 
licy, which we now feel to have been 
honestly National, and when we began 
to appreciate the fact that no real cause 
of division any longer existed between 
ourselves and them, Heaven gave us 
grace enough to induce us to meet them 
fully half-way ; and I tell you, Sir 
Martin, that movement — one towards a 
thorough fraternity of feeling and interest 
— has had God's blessing upon it/ 

'Moran, you delight me — on my 
soul, you do,' said Sir Martin, with strong 
emotion. 

*I say so because I believe it,' con- 
tinued the Rector. ^Yes; for how could 
we have achieved the crowning measure 
of a Federal Union, or Home Government, 

VOL. III. M 
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without a thorough and cordial union be- 
tween the Churches and People of the 
country? Impossible.' 

' Quite so, Moran. It was your splen- 
did Union that did it. We said that 
where Irishmen, without distinction of 
creed — ^and I need scarcely say Irish wo- 
men too — were agreed as to the neces- 
sity of the change, and were moreover 
determined to have it, we, to be true to 
our own principles, to say nothing of the 
wisdom of a timely concession, should 
accede to their demands, and make the 
best arrangements we could, so that no 
harm should come to the common Em- 
pire — which ought to be our common 
care.' 

* Just so, Sir Martin. Then there was 
the Land Act, to which so much absurd op- 
position was offered. As you know, it 
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was, some years after, materially altered 
and improved ; aiid the openiDg up of 
estates did the rest. Look, my dear 
friend, around you, I care not in what 
direction — cast your eyes over that beau- 
tiful panorama of hill and valley, that fair 
and smiling landscape, — ^that precious gift 
of God to His people ; and tell me, if in 
any part of your favoured country there 
is a greater appearance of comfort than 
what you see before you ? ' 

^It is very beautiful, — ^very beautiful. 
And how snug and comfortable those cot- 
tages look ! — ^not for show, but modest and 
suitable — in my opinion, just what they 
ought to be. But, Moran, my dear fel- 
low, how is this ? One would suppose 
you were the Parish Priest, and not the 
Parson — from the manner of these people 
we meet — aye, and these nice healthy- 



164 THE NEXT OENEBATION. 

looking women too — with their curtsies 
and smiles, and their " God bless your Re- 
verence." Why, Moran, it is all chamung 
to me — reaUy, it rejoices me more than 
I can tell/ 

' As for the people, and their kindness 
to me, Sir Martin, the thing is very simple. 
I never oflfend their religious feelings ; and 
they are perhaps the most religious people 
in the world. They may be erroneous in 
some things — I must say they are, at any 
rate ; but their faith is a warm and living 
reality ; and when the evil day comes — be 
it from sickness, be it from misfortune, be 
it from whatever calamity you may men- 
tion — ^and these will come upon people in 
spite of the best governments and the 
wisest laws — ^then. Sir Martin, and I know 
it to be so, their faith is a strength and 
a consolation to them. I teU you, my dear 
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friend, he is not a wise man who tries to 
destroy, or even to weaken, the religious 
faith of the Irish people. Could • he suc- 
ceed — which I, a Protestant, thank Heaven 
that he cannot — ^then would come the real 
trial; for it would take more than two, 
— aye, three Horse Guards ' to maintain 
order in Ireland, once that it ceased to be 
a religious country. The people see me 
acting in a friendly spirit with their Priest, 
who is as good a fellow as ever lived, and 
they are pleased at it beyond all things ; 
and our imited influence — ^for we don't pull 
different ways — ^has done much good, and 
prevented much evil. Nor is this parish 
by any means a solitary instance of this 
good feeling, this common action of Priest 
and Parson. I should be sorry it were so. 
Happily, it is becoming more and more 
the rule, not the exception. I go to the 
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Bazaar for the Sisters, and so does my 
daughter. Why should I not ? They 
won't convert me to then* views, and I am 
sure I cannot convert them to mine ; but 
T know and see the good these women are 
doing daily and hourly — in the tone, the 
morale — ^in the outward demeanour as in 
the inner lives of our people. We never at- 
tempt to interfere with each other, and 
never come into collision. Our schools are 
totally separate and distinct. We each 
try what best we can do in our own way ; 
and when both teach the young to honour 
their God, and love their neighbour as 
themselves, there can be no jealousy, no 
bitterness, and no hostility. This is my 
explanation of it. Sir Martin.' 

' Moran, Moran, you make me so 
happy ! — you cannot think what comfort 
your words carry with them. I might 
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even say I am selfishly glad of all this, 
for the reason, that it so entirely har- 
monises with my own views, and realises 
my own anticipations. It is delightful, 
indeed; 

' It is what you say, Sir Martin ; but 
it was the growth of time, and the result 
of a variety of beneficial influences. What 
you see or hear of did not spring out of 
the earth in a night, like a finigus : it 
grew slowly, and ripened gradually, — and, 
as you will agree with me, so much the 
better for its prospect of endurance. But, 
my dear good friend,' continued the 
Rector, stopping on the highroad, and plac- 
ing his hand impressively on the arm of his 
companion, * there is one influence, whether 
for good or for evil, to which I must 
allude, and which you must thoroughly 
appreciate, if you desire to form a right 
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notion of one of the principal causes of the 
change of feehng on the part of our people 
towards England. That is your Press, — 
I would rather use the more comprehensive 
word, and say — your Literature. You can- 
not rightly appreciate either the strength 
and intensity of the former state of feeling 
in this country towards yours, or estimate 
the beneficent change of later years, 
unless you consider how the English Press 
— be it what it might, — daily, weekly, 
monthly, quarterly, — be it history, or be 
it fiction, or be it so-called philosophical 
disquisition, — wrote and writes of Ireland, 
and of things Irish.' 

* I comprehend,' said Sir Martin. 

' Yes, Sir Martin ; every inteUigent 
man must comprehend the influence, for 
ev]] or for good, exercised by this enor- 
mous power, — a power perpetually appealing. 
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on the one hand, to the prejudices, the 
interests, the passions of a people; or, 
on the other hand, to their higher feehngs, 
their nobler impulses — to their sense of 
right and justice — to their wisdom and 
patriotism, their kindness and generosity. 
We know that water will wear away stone, 
that rust will eat into steel, that the moth 
will devour and destroy various substances; 
but what are all these to the incessant 
action of a hostile Press, — of a Press in- 
spired by a feeling of hate, which it veils 
under an affectation of that pity which 
is in itself the worst form of contempt ? 
The constant dripping of water will wear 
away the hardest rock. That we know. 
But what is to be said of a perpetual flood 
of abuse and vituperation? — of the grossest 
misrepresentations of the nature, character, 
and genius of Irishmen ? — of never-ending 
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taunt, and ridicule, and insult ? — of syste- 
matic vilification ? Why, Sir Martin, who 
can wonder that this enormoiis engine of 
evil, — coupled, mind you, with other evils, 
such as blundering and neglect, — filled the 
heart of this Island with hatred of Eng- 
land ; and that so far from there being, 
as there ought to be — and as I say there 
now is — a feeling of pride and sympathy 
in her greatness or her glory, there was a 
sense of satisfaction at any reverse she met 
with, whether in arms or diplomacy? Of 
course, I am not speaking of what may 
be described as the privileged classes, — 
I speak of the Nation at large. Thank 
Heaven for it ! all this is a thing of the 
past, and thus I can speak of it freely at 
this moment. But, believe me, Sir Martin, 
if this Press Evil, as I may term it, had 
not ceased, as it happily has done, not all 
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the legislation, not all the wise and good 
measures that could be passed, could have 
reconciled this country to England/ 

'That, Moran, I can well believe/ 

* The evil done by the Newspaper Press 
was enormous. The more wicked or ven- 
omous the article, the more sure might its 
writer be of its wider diffusion, and the 
more certain were we to have it brought 
into our very midst. Printed in London, 
or in the Provinces, it was sure to find its 
way to our homes and our breakfast- tables, 
either as an object of attack or reproba- 
tion, or as a thing to be admired.' 

' Admired ! Do I understand you 
rightly! — you said "admired?" inquired 
Sir Martin. 

'Well, yes — at least ostensibly so ; for 
in past times it was too much the habit 
with certain of our public writers to de- 
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fame their own people, or those of their 
people to whom they were antagonistic, 
and seek to lower them in the esteem of 
the English public ; and when they found 
ready to their hand the means of gratify- 
ing their political or sectarian feelings, they 
did not scruple to make free use of your 
bUsters, Sir Martin,- — and, I can answer 
for it, the Spanish flies made your English 
blisters rise, — aye, my friend, and establish 
many a raw too/ 

'I will be bound they did,' said Sir 
Martin. * And a moral blister is a devil 
of a tickler/ 

'Especially, Sir Martin, when applied 
to that most sensitive of all living organs 
— the heart of a nation quivering with 
nervous excitement, partly constitutional, 
partly the result of circumstances. Take 
my word, the feeling of scorn or contempt 
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— call it what you wish — was returned 
by one of hate, of whose bitterness aad in- 
tensity you can have no possible idea 
— nay, not the remotest. And yet it 
has not only died away — faded out of the 
heart and brain of this Irish nation; but 
it has been replaced by a feeling most 
grateful to witness, — simply because, for 
years past, your literature has had a better 
and wiser inspiration/ 

*Glad of it, Moran. We can't afford 
to hate each other. It would be bad for 
each, and for both.' 

* Right, Sir Martin : we cannot afford to 
hate each other. Better for us to love each 
other, and do each other all the good we 
mutually can. But I can assure you the 
tone of contemptuous superiority in which 
English writers, — from the most gifted to 
the most stupid, — conceived they had the 
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privilege of treating Ireland and Irishmen, 
was like the action of some corrosive sub- 
stance on the skin, — it scorched, and 
biimed, and ate into the flesh. And, Sir 
Martin, Englishman as you are, — and, my 
dear fiiend, I say to your face, as I do 
when you are not present, you are as 
fine a specimen of the race as I ever hope 
to see,-there is no just ground for this 
assumption of Anglo - Saxon superiority 
over the Celt, — or, put it more clearly, 
of the English over the Irish. I don't 
stop to inquire if the Briton be really a 
Teuton, or whether we are a Celtic or a 
mixed race. I believe there is a great 
deal of nonsense said as to that. But, 
whatever we both are, by race and origin, 
there we are ; and taking both as they 
are, and as they have been affected by 
circumstances, — most beneficial in the one 
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instance, and most prejudicial in the other 
instance, — there was no ground whatever 
for the assumption that the man who sat 
down at his desk, in London or elsewhere, 
to patronise or despise the Irish, was a 
whit better than the people whom he 
pitied or abused. Of course, education 
makes a certain and marked difference; 
so do the long possession and enjoyment 
of comfort and luxuries ; and so do trade 
and commerce, and especially manufactures. 
All these have their influence on a people 
to a considerable extent. But I speak of 
the raw material. Sir Martin ; and I assert, 
and with perfect confidence, that the 
people of this smaller island are in no 
respect the natural inferiors of the people 
of the greater island, let the one be Celts, 
or the other be Anglo-Saxons.' 

' For my part,' said the Baronet, * I could 
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never see the difference, save in certain 
characteristics, the result of recognised cir- 
cumstances. I don't suppose any of us are 
perfect ; and my observation leads me to 
this conclusion — ^that if there be some 
special quality possessed by the one, it is 
balanced by the lack of another, and vice 
versd. I have no doubt whatever but that 
your peasantry are a quicker race by far 
than ours ; and in my own profession, I can 
answer for it, we have no superiority over 
your coimtry.' 

* Be that as it may, Sir Martin, of one 
thing be assured — ^that the wholesome re- 
volution in the general tone of the English 
Press towards this country has done more 
for the present state of things than the 
best and boldest measures of Lord Lancas- 
ter, and the later policy of Lord Sidonia/ 

*Both are good, Moran.' 
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' Yes, both are good. But if you ask 
me to decide, I would say, the kindly, 
generous sympathy — ^kind without conde- 
scension, and generous without pity — of 
the English Press — ^rather of modem Eng- 
lish Literature in its widest and fullest 
sense — is the grand Head Pacificator — the 
real Peace-maker/ 

* In that I am inclined to agree with 
you ; but has not your Home ParHament 
much to do with the existing feeling?' 

*No doubt, it has/ 

' I know, for my part,' said Sir Martin, 
^ not only do I think it a good thing for 
Ireland, but a great boon for us. We 
have had a release from worrying work in 
our House since the Act was passed. And 
the more trumpery was the matter in dis- 
pute, the more trouble it was sure to cause.' 

* That I can easily imagine. The change 
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is beneficial to both countries, injurious to 
neither. You have gratified, and that in 
the most practical way, the natural and 
irrepressible aspirations of a Nation ; you 
have attracted back the Absentee ; you have 
given a legitimate vent and sphere of 
action to the political activity and ardour 
of the country ; and, not the least, you 
have imparted a new tone — infiised a 
spirit, an energy, a vitality ^ into the body 
as well as into the soul of this country — a 
vitality whose existence and influence are 
manifested in our villages and towns, no 
less than in our cities — in our fisheries, our 
mines, our manufactures — in the small and 
the great industries springing into exist- 
ence in every direction. In fact. Sir Mar- 
tin, you and those who have crowned your 
policy of justice and conciliation by this 
last concession, have assisted Ireland to a 
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New Birth. And that, Sir Martin, was 
a great work.' 

* A great work indeed, Moran ; and I 
am the more glad to hear your testimony 
to its working, for it was a poKcy that had 
my active support — such support as, in a 
very humble way, I could give to it And, 
Rector, you have clever fellows in that Old 
House in College Green — deucedly clever 
fellows. I wish I could wait for the Open- 
ing of the Session in November. But I 
can't.' 

' You would be much pleased. Sir Mar- 
tin, with everything. I attended the sit- 
tings of both Houses last Session, and I 
was amazed at the rigid observance of such 
forms as secure regularity of proceeding 
and dignity of debate. The fact is, they 
know that all they do and say is watched 
with interest ; and they take the greatest 
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pride in realising the expectations of Mends 
like yourself, and disappointing the antici- 
pations of those who predicted all kinds of 
unpleasant consequences from a Parliament 
sitting in Dublin. There is great ability 
displayed by many speakers ; but what 
much pleased me, Sir Martin, was to 
observe the chastened style in which the 
very best men — even those endowed with 
passion and poetic fervour — spoke. Among 
the women — who do not exceed thirty in 
the Lower House — there are three or four 
first-class speakers, orators of the very 
purest type. Then, besides, the best men 
— in character, position, influence, whether 
in town or country — ^ar 3 being constantly 
returned ; so that I m ly say there has 
been and is a thorough n presentation of all 
interests in our Irish Leg slature. At first, 
some half-dozen men, and one or two fiery 
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women, attempted to turn this splendid 
concession to tlie national feeling of Ire- 
land into a means of aggression — of attack 
against England — in fact, endeavoured to 
effect a separation of the two countries. 
But it was so vigorously met, and so 
sternly repressed — even by Nationalists of 
very strong feeling and advanced opinions 
— ^pre-eminently by Sir Alexander Dunboy, 
who quitted the Chair to deliver a noble 
speech on the occasion — ^that the attempt 
was never repeated. The House felt that 
the honour of Ireland was pledged before 
the world to the loyal maintenance of the 
Federal Principle, and that that honour 
should be held sacred. And this. Sir 
Martin, is what you, and good English- 
men like you, have helped to bring about 
in this Island of ours/ 

*Gad, Moran, I am heartily glad to 
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have had even a small finger in the pie. 
But I think I heard you say the other 
night that the residence of a branch of the 
Royal Family also had a good effect f 

*Most beneficial. It was the apex of 
the pyramid, the crowning of a glorious 
work. But without the broad base to the 
pyramid, the apex would have been neither 
ornamental nor safe. It never could have 
been a panacea; but it was a valuable 
adjunct — an additional means of concilia- 
tion. We Irish are not Republicans in 
spirit — ^we are Monarchists at heart. But 
the former policy starved the feeling down 
almost to the very roots. Much more de- 
lay, and possibly it was gone — killed out 
altogether. It was a wise thing that the 
young Prince was allowed to marry the 
daughter of a great Irish house ; and it 
was still wiser to render him, as a Viceroy, 
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independent of Parliamentary change and 
Party conflict. And the children now 
growing up in the Royal residence inspire 
an interest in the country quite surprising. 
The people feel, as a farmer said to me the 
other day, they are their ov^n! 

* Capital, Moran — capital ! But what 
a neat house !' And Sir Martin stopped to 
admire a homestead of an excellent type, 
indicative of comfort and decency. 

' It is a nice house ; and as you have 
had a long walk, and I am afraid a long 
preachment from me, and I am tired, and 
you must be more so, let us pay a visit to 
Terence Kenny. He is a great friend of 
mine, I can tell you, and so is his worthy 
wife,' said the Rector. 

* With all my heart, Moran. It is the 
very thing I would have asked of you. I 
want to see and hear with my own eyes 
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and ears. I want to see the houses of your 
people, and hear what they have to say. 
There is nothing like going to the fountaia 
source when you require an honest know- 
ledge of matters.' 

The Rector and Sir Martin entered the 
farm-house of Terence Kenny. 

'Welcome, your Reverence, welcome 
kindly. Sure 'tis good for sore eyes to 
see your Reverence these times,' said the 
woman of the house, who had been engaged 
at that very moment in endeavouring to 
drive out two or three obstinate hens, that 
would fly in every direction save the right 
one — namely, through the door-way ; the 
matron's youngest — a flaxen-haired urchin 
of three — clapping his hands, and shrieking 
with delight, as the movements of the 
af&dghted birds became more perplexing to 
his mother. 
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' Then may the Old Boy fly along with 
ye ! for ye're the trouble of my life. Patsy, 
alana, hoxild yer whisht, darhng — don't 
bother yer mother, my own boy — don't, 
avich. There, you're out at last, and may 
my blessing go with you, for torments. 
Deed, then, your Reverence, I'm ashamed 
of the state we're in to receive yourself 
and the gentleman — who's kindly welcome 
too. And won't you sit down, Sir ? and don't 
make a stranger of yourself.' And Mrs. 
Kenny bustled about, and having dusted 
two of her hard-wood chairs with her ample 
apron presented them to her visitors. 

* Xhanks, Mrs. Kenny. And how is 
Terence, and how are the children ?' in- 
quired the Rector. 

' All finely, your Reverence, thanks be 
to the Lord ! Terence and Pat are down 
in the ten-acre field with the men ; and the 
children are at their school.' 
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* That is right, Mrs. Kenny : there is 
nothing like the schooling for the young 
people, unless it be the example of a good 
mother, like yourself.' 

' Thank your Reverence, I'm sure ; and 
you were always the warrant for the good 
word of everybody. The girls are going on 
splendid, and their uncle Pat says they're 
the makings of beautiful scholards. Nora's 
as knowing as an ould fox, I declare — that's 
in the way of minding the house ; and as 
for the garden, and all about it, she takes 
the pride complately out of her father, with 
all she has to say and do with the plant- 
ing, and the sowing, and the weeding, and 
the digging out. And Kitty, your Rever- 
ence, is aiqual to the biggest woman in the 
parish for mending and making. Saving 
your Reverence's pardon, the shirts I 
bought for her father, and her uncle Pat, 
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were her own making. She learned all 
that from the ladies in the Convent, God 
hless and spare them long to us I What 
would we do without them ? I know it, 
your Reverence — we all know you highly 
admire them, and what they're doing for us 
poor people. But, your Reverence, wouldn't 
you be after taking something ? One would 
think I didn't know you had a mouth on 
you. And maybe the gentleman would 
oblige me V And the good woman looked 
the very incarnation of hospitality. 

' Well, Mrs. Kenny, as you are so kind, 
and if it is not too much trouble, I would 
take a little of your new milk, and a slice 
of your own excellent bread- — such as I see 
in the hand of our young friend there. I 
jshould like Sir Martin Crosby — oh, I see 
you know him by name — ^well, there he is 
now as big as life, Mrs. Kenny, — but I 
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would like him to test your " first quality 
butter."' 

' The trouble's a pleasure, your Rever- 
ence; and I'm thankful for both of you, 
gentlemen, being so Mendly/ And she 
proceeded to cover the table with a cloth of 
her own spinning, coarse in texture, but as 
white as snow. And soon there was a 
huge loaf of home-made bread, sweet and 
wholesome, with, two brimming bowls of 
milk, and butter such as had but few equals 
in the county ; for Mrs. Keimy had quite a 
reputation, not only for the intrinsic quaUty 
of her butter, but the manner in which she 
sent it into market. 

Little Patsy, who had one thumb deep 
in his mouth, — for that thumb of his was a 
source of much moral comfort to him in 
moments of perplexity or sorrow, — stared 
out of his great blue eyes at the stranger. 
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and blushed very red when he found the 
stranger s eyes on him. 

' What's the age of that fine little 
fellow, Mrs. Kenny V inquired Sir Martin. 

' Why then, Sir, he'll be three all out 
come next Michaelmas ; and, glory be to 
God ! he's a hearty child for his age. 
'Twould do your Reverence good to see him 
driving the pigs away from the door ; and 
he sits on the ould mare so proud — don't 
: ye. Patsy alana ? He's called after Pat 
Kenny, my husband's brother, Sir Martin, 
who lives with us until the poor boy is 
settled down for himself. He's not long 
from the wars. Sir; but he's given up 
sojering for ever. Thank the Lord, he come 
' back safe with his life any way, though he 
lost his left arm there ; and svire 'tis a 
mercy it wasn't his right — for what would 
he do at all without it ? But he has a 
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good pension. Sir, and he's strong and 
hearty ; and indeed there isn't a girl in the 
parish would refiise you, Patrick Kenny, 
this blessed day.' And Mrs Kenny looked 
very proud as she paid this tribute to the 
merits of her bachelor brother-in-law. 

'Yes, Mrs. Kenny/ said the Rector; 
*and weU might any girl be proud of 
getting such a husband; for there is not 
a finer or a braver feUow than Patrick, 
The young man we speak of^ Sir Martin, 
was in the Royal Irish Brigade, imder 
Colonel Macnamara, and distinguished him- 
self on many occasions, not only by his 
bravery, but by his humanity. He and 
a splendid fellow, — also firom this parish, 
Dan Molowny, who was married to Pat s 
sister Judith, a most excellent woman, — 
besides fighting like lions in one of the 
last great engagements, brought the Major, 
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who was crippled with wounds, out from 
the hottest of a murderous fire, and placed 
TiiTn in safety. It was in ttat engagement 
that Pat lost his arm; and in the very- 
last of all poor Dan Molowny was killed/ 

^I am very proud, indeed, to see any 
relative of those brave fellows/ said Sir 
Martin. ^I read about them at the time 
in the papers, and I heard them spoken 
of by Colonel Macnamara, with whom 
I am very intimate/ 

' God bless you. Sir, for what you say.' 
And Mrs. Kenny's pride struggled with 
her grief ' God bless you, Sir Martin ! 
for your words are better than gold. Poor 
Dan Molowny is a loss to Judith, and he 
was so fond and proud of her. But she's 
in London, at one of them dubs. Tis 
a good place, and she tells us they're 
mighty fond of her.' 
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^ Why, Mrs. Kenny, Judith is also one 
of my acquaintances, and a worthy woman, 
indeed. Really I seem to meet old friends . 
at every step I turn. But has your bro- 
ther-in-law turned farmer?' 

^'Deed, then, he has, Sir Martin; and 
though he was as fine a sojer as ever 
'listed, there isn't a better farmer in these 
parts, and that's a big word.' 

^ And who is your landlord, Mrs. 
Kenny ? ' 

' Then, Sir, there isn't his shuparior 
on Ireland's] ground this day — one Colman 
Costello ; and if you'll kindly stand here, 
•Sir, and look down yonder to the left, 
on that [hill like over beyond, you'll see 
the chimneys of the house in the trees.' 

^ I am glad, Mrs. Kenny, to hear your 
description of yovir landlord ; for a good 
landlord generally makes a good tenant.' 
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^ We ought to be good, Sir, if that's the 
case,' replied Mrs. Kenny ; ^ for there's no 
better than onrs. We've the land cheap, 
and it's very kind land, no doubt. We 
have it at a fair rent, that doesn't trouble 
us much, and a long lease that Mr. Colman 
renewed for us with his own hand the 
other day, and at the same rent. And, 
what's better, Sir, we have the best of 
Mends in him and the mistress : God bless 
and protect them both every day they 
rise! for they deserve the prayers of all 
about them.' 

' Does your brother-in-law also hold 
imder Mr. Co'stello, Mrs. Kenny?' 

* No, Sir Martin ; he's bought his clean 
out. One Clanchy, that perhaps you may 
hear of, had the property, and sold it all 
away. They were a bit wild, Sir ; and 
were too fond of company, and the like. 
VOL. in. 
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Patsy bought his fexm, seventy-nine acres 
of as nice land as you'd see in a day's walk. 
An imcle of ours in America, that made 
a power of money, left Patsy a nice little 
thing ; and, indeed, Sir, he did not forget 
Terence naither ; and we were able to 
stock oin: farm with as good cows as any 
in the county. The Lord be. praised for 
it ! we've nothing whatever to complain of.' 
Sir Martin inquired if many in the 
district had purchased their farms, and 
was informed that several had, especially 
on estates belonging to Absentee Pro- 
prietors, who preferred selling to being 
compelled, as they were by the late law, 
to reside a certain time in the country, 
or be subject to increased taxation; but 
that very many tenants, like the Kennys, 
preferred to stand in the same relation to 
their landlords that they did to Colman 
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Costello, rather than sever a connexioii 
which mutual kindness and constant good 
offices had rendered almost sacred in their 
estimation, 

'What is the matter with the boy's 
mouth, Mrs. Kenny?' asked Sir Martin, 
on whose knee Master Patsy now sat, 
while busUy engaged with the baronet's 
watch-chain, 

* 'Deed then. Sir, as you ask me, I'll 
tell you no lie, — it's the idles,' replied 
Mrs. Kenny. 

* The idles ! Mrs, Kenny, what are the 
idles ? ' 

* Them ugly little idles of the Sargint's, 
Sir. Bad cess to them for idles! he's 
always putting them in his mouth, and 
all I can't do won't break him of it, and 
I haven't the heart to displaise him. Oh, 
he's a bould boy entirely. Sir Martin, — 
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a very bould boy, — there's no end to his 
bonldness/ And as the good woman re- 
peated these grave charges against her 
son, her face beamed with a love and 
tenderness to which, we regret to say, 
that young gentleman, who was bnsily 
engaged with the watch-chain, proved quite 
insensible. 

' Idles ! ugly little idles ! ' repeated Sir 
Martin, who was in entire ignorance of 
her meaning. 

' Yes, Sir, idles,' persisted Mrs, Kenny, 
fiilly satisfied as to the accuracy of her 
pronunciation ; ^ them Uttle things the 
Chinese keep in their houses and their 
chapels, as Pat tells me. See, Sir, here's 
one of them that the chUd pelted at the 
yoimg pig this morning.' And having 
submitted the article in question to a ne- 
cessary process of pmification, she handed 
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it to Sir Maxtin, who, after examining it 
carefully, exclaimed, with the rapture of 
a true connoisseur, — 

'Why, Moran, this is positively one 
of the finest specimens I have ever seen. 
It is from the best of the Mantchoo foun- 
dries — ^the very purest work. It is rare 
and valuable.' 

^Then, Sir, you'U be doing me the 
greatest favovir if you'll kindly accept it. 
I only wish it was better for your sake. Sir 
Martin.' Mrs. Kenny spoke this with a 
natural grace that would have done credit 
to any lady in the land. 

' Oh, I should not think of depriving 
you of it — really, no.' But Mrs. Kenny 
persevered, and Sir Martin accepted imder 
protest, and with the distinct imderstand- 
ing that Master Patsy — for whose mouth 
he prescribed a simple remedy — should 
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receive at his hands a more liarmless 
toy. 

As the two gentlemai were about 
quitting their hostess, her husband and 
brother-in-law entered ; and Sir Martin, at 
one glance, could appreciate the boast of 
Mrs. Kenny, that any girl in the parish 
would be happy of an offer from Sergeant 
Patrick Kenny, of the Royal Irish Brigade, 
whose empty sleeve rather added to, than 
detracted from, the admiration which his 
fine figure, handsome intelligent face, and 
soldierly appearance, inspired in the femi- 
nine breast. Nothing could exceed the 
hospitable welcome with which the brothers 
received the stranger, or indeed the delight 
with which they learned the name of the 
gentleman who honoinred their roof by his 
visit — for to the peasantry, who, of late 
years, are constant readers of the news- 
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papers, the name of Sir Martin Crosby — 
the good Englishman, who stood up so 
bravely for the coimtry in the Imperial 
Parliament — was quite familiar. 

The brothers were fine specimens of the 
Irish yeoman of modem times — polite with- 
out fawning — respectfiil without being 
servile — independent without being rude — 
self-respecting without being presumptuous 
or insolent ; and exhibiting a natural cour- 
tesy of manner, springing firom a desire to 
please and gratify otters. 

Sir Martin was shewn the new daiiy, 
that had been btdlt out of the money sent 
by the uiJcle in America ; and, from its ex- 
quisite neatness, it was not difficult to 
account for the reason why Mrs. Kenny's 
butter brought so many 'firsts' in the 
market. 

In reply to Sir Martin's inquiries as to 
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the state of the district, he was told that 
for many years back no such thing as a 
serious crime had been heard of; and that, 
so tranquil and honest were the people, 
there was little need of either bolts or bars 
at night. 

' And where is the wonder. Sir ? ' said 
Terence Kenny. ' Sure weVe got ail we 
want, and the coimtry is going on beautifiil ; 
and we aU know that the law now is every 
man's protection, for this reason, Sir — that 
it isn't again us, but for us. And, glory be 
to God for all His mercies ! there's peace 
and plenty — and what more can any coun- 
try desire? We don't want any people 
elsewhere to interfere with us, no matter 
who or what they may be : that kind of 
thing is entirely died out. Sir. All we 
want is to do our business, and mind our 
families, and be good Christians, and to 
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iLurt or injure no one; though, faith, Su*, 
we won't allow any one to hurt or injure us 
aither. Loyal, Sir ? Of course, we re loyal, 
and why not ? We're bound to defend the 
country when there's rayson. We farmers 
arn't very fond of war ; for though, no doubt, 
we get high prices, still there's the taxes 
that come with it, to say nothing of the 
killing and mvirdering of people ; but if the 
necessity is there, why then. Sir, we must 
do like others, and not let the country be 
insulted or beat down, surely. It is, Sir 
Martin, the same that all I know feel and 
say — and we're all the happier and better 
for feeling it.' 

'Moran,' said Sir Martin, when the 
brothers, who, as an act of politeness, ac- 
companied the two gentlemen a part of 
the road, had returned, ' if that respectable 
man has spoken the sentiments of his class. 
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then indeed Ireland is enjoying the fruits of 
a wise policy/ 

' Do, then, accept him as a feir repre- 
sentative of the popular feeling ; for there 
is no shrewder or more truthfiil man than 
Terence Kenny/ 

^Then, Moran, for the remainder of 
my visit I had better content myself with 
a quiet enjoyment of this magnificent har- 
vest weather, and take for granted that I 
witness the realisation of all I wished and 
hoped for. But, Moran, can't you show me 
a downright grumbler — some fellow to 
remind me of old times — for instance, one 
of your implacables V 

* No, not an implacable, for there is 
not one in these parts ; but a grumbler 
I can. I have a splendid specimen for 
you — Tim Hanagan. We call him *'Tim 
the Driver.'' You will have him all to 
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yourself when lie drives you over to Kimifl ; 
and as lie knows well who you are, he 
is certain to be confidential. Modem Irish 
life is insipid to Tim's taste; it has not 
sufficient of the potheen and the skull- 
cracking flavour about it. I wonder the 
fellow doesn't emigrate, and turn his face 
to some happier land, in which life and 
property are less scandalously secure 
than in this revolutionised part of the 
globe.' 

^ Then,' said Sir Martin, ' I shall make 
Master Tim's acquaintance.' 

At breakfast, next morning, Mrs. Law- 
less annoimced that the Marshal, his 
daughter, and the Misses Kelly, would 
be at Fairy Lawn in the course of the 
next day or two ; and that she had received 
a long letter from Grace, which, as there 
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was nothing in it of a private nature, she 
would read aloud. 

The writer, after referring to the time 
of their departure from London, and their 
expected arrival at home, thus continued : 

* Our Whitebait Dinner was a great 
success. Everything went off pleasantly, 
and all were in such good humour, having 
got through the Session so fortimately. 
In proposing the Leader of the House of 
Commons, the Premier was most happy ; 
but he did not say a bit too much, though 
he gave Mrs. Bates her full merit. The 
enthusiasm with which she was received 
was really remarkable. It was sincere, 
and by no means exaggerated. As for 
her own speech, it took us quite by sur- 
prise. I have heard Mrs. Bates many 
times, and always with pleasure. Her 
speech on the Opium Question, to which, 
as you may remember, we all looked for- 
ward with so much interest, not well 
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knowing what was to come of it, was very 
fine ; but her reply to Lord Asterisk s 
jiist praise was — ^well, so felicitous, so grace- 
ftj, so modest — that it was quite charming. 
Dear Mrs. Lawless, you cannot think how 
good she is, and what an interest she 
takes in the welfare of small people like 
myself You yourself coTild not be nicer 
than she is, and that is the highest praise 
I can bestow on any one in this world ; 
and I write this far more freely than I 
could speak it — indeed, if I could do 
such a thing at all, which I much doubt. 
^And what do you think, dear Mrs. 
Lawless ? — I came in for my share of the 
good things going. I must say, nothing 
coTild exceed the kindness of all present. 
There were at least six speeches made 
about the Patronage Secretary and her 
efficient staff. Lord Rifleman — who is very 
pleasant when he is serious — and I'm sure 
he would be all the better of not being 
so intimate with old Lord Trumperton, 
whom I am sorry to say I do not like — 
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said that an army might be numerous and 
brave, and properly equipped, and even 
have clever ofl&cers ; but that without dis- 
cipline, and, above all, without an efl&cient 
watch being kept up, it was every moment 
liable to be surprised and defeated. Of 
course I had to reply ; and I coTild very 
safely say that I had received the greatest 
support from the Party, and that I could 
have done very little without the valuable 
aid of my two friends, Mr. Burton and 
Mr. Carlton. 

^Miss Temple, our first Commissioner 
of Works, and Mrs. Taylour Robertson, 
the Minister of Education, spoke very 
happily, and were much applauded. I 
have a sincere respect for Mrs. Robertson, 
not because she is a very dear friend of 
mine, but because she is so clever and 
conscientious, and so anxious to do good. 
But Miss Temple would make anybody 
love her, she is so wonderfully imselfish. 
There is not the smallest bit of self-glorifi- 
cation in her whole nature. Mrs. Bates 
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is afraid she is likely to lose Miss Temple 
ere very long. Indeed there is a whisper 
of an engagement between her and the 
most eminent architect of the day, a man 
of great genius. I really don't know how 
she is to be replaced, she is so amiable 
and conciliatory; and then she glories in 
the opportunity of doing good — and, dear 
Mrs. Lawless, people can do very much 
good, and that, too, at little cost, if they 
only desire to do it, and go the right way 
about doing it. 

*I must tell you I think I have had 
my share of the work, and am inclined 
to give it up. Mrs. Bates is aware of 
this, and she knows I only undertook the 
duties of a very troublesome office from a 
sense of duty, and a desire to protect the 
Party from injury. Two matters of which 
I have heard, rather confirm me in my in- 
tention of resigning. The first respects 
the return of Mr. Smoothboy, who, I 
am told, is willing, and has actually ex- 
pressed a wish, to resiune his former position. 
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He is to be made a baronet, which may 
have something to do with his reconciha- 
tion with Mrs. Bates. Mr. Snarlton says 
there is no difficiilty whatever in making a 
baronet of Sir Placid Smoothboy, but it 
would require more than the power of the 
Crown to make a ^4ady" of his wife — 
which is only a joke, with no real founda- 
tion for what it implies, as she is a 
superior woman, though with a will of her 
own, 

*The other matter refers to Clara Carter 
— who is a dear girl — so clever and cheer- 
ful, and so engaging. Really, my dear Mrs. 
Lawless, I cannot wonder at gentlemen 
admiring her as much as they do. Were I 
a man, — but, goodness me ! here I am 
chattering away as if you had nothing to do 
but to read my nonsense. Seriously, now 
that the Session is over, I can see Clara in 
her true light, though I have long ceased 
to regard her even as an opponent. I 
understand she is very likely to be other- 
wise engaged next Session. But she pro- 
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mises to explain all to me in a few days by- 
letter. 

* Edith Jarvis, our new Solicitor-Gene- 
ral, has not had an opportunity of speaking 
in the Hoijse yet, but her reply at the din- 
ner was a decided hit. It was more play- 
ful and fancifiil than oratorical, and made 
us all laugh very much. But that was not 
difficult, we were in such good humour. 
The Premier showed her great attention. 

* The Kelly girls are like mad crea- 
tures, they are Bo wild with delight at 
the notion of coming with us to Ireland. 
Papa says they make him yoxmg again ; 
and I must say there is much pleasant 
flirtation going on. As for me, I am com- 
pletely cut out. Kitthleen promises to let 
her hair float free on the mountain breeze, 
and to be perpetually riding Corporal, 
my pony. And Elinor is to command 
Billy Power to write her a Valentine (in 
August), each verse to be in a difierent 
language. Kathleen is quite cured of her 
accident. 

VOL. in. p 
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* Say to Maurice that Agnes Horsman 
is taking such care of Ellen Cars well. She 
coTild not be in better hands. Miss Hors- 
man was sent for to Windsor last week, 
to attend one of the Princesses, who had 
been taken rather seriously ill ; and I see, 
by the papers of this morning, that her pa- 
tient was able to be up for an hour or two 
yesterday. Mrs. Bates says she is so admired 
at the Castle, and that she is certain of 
being appointed one of the Royal Physi- 
cians. But I doubt if she could be more 
attentive to any of the Royal ladies than 
she is to poor Ellen, who is not improving. 
Skill and kindness can only smooth the 
path of that martyr to the other world, not 
arrest what, I am sorry — and yet I can 
scarcely say sorry — to believe is inevitable, 
if not near at hand. 

^ I hope Floss has not been too trouble- 
some to Maurice. It was so kind of him 
to take charge of the little fellow. I sup- 
pose he — of course I mean Floss — will be 
glad to see me again. 
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*With love to Mary Elmsley, Minnie 
Moran, and all whom you think it ought 
properly to be given, and hoping soon to 
see all my dear friends as I should wish 
them to be, I remain, dear Mrs. Lawless, 
with very sincere affection, yours ever, 

' Grace O'Donnell. 

*" Mrs, Lawless, 

'P.S. — If Maurice happen to see one of 
the Kennys of Drundaroo, he may mention 
that Judith is coming with us. Perhaps 
he need not mind mentioning the fact, that 
she is placed under the special charge of 
Luke Shanahan, who promises to take " the 
best of care of her, for poor Dan's sake.'' I 
have a suspicion, however, that Luke thinks 
more of the living than of the dead, in 
which I cannot much blame him, — quite the 
contrary. Judith would be just the match 
for Dan. Set down the allusion to matches 
to the habit I have got of " pairing " people 
through the Session ; and, after all, dear 
Mrs. Lawless, the distance from the Lobby 
to the Abbey is not so very great. 

' G. O'D.' 
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Lawless had listened with intense in- 
terest to the reading of the letter — for 
which he held out his hand instinctively 
to his mother, who, understanding his 
desire to possess it, gave it to him with- 
out a word. 

* I think, mother,' he said, * I shall go 
over to Terence Kenny's to see that new 
wheat of his ; and I can then tell the 
family of Judith's coming. You may ex- 
pect me in time for limch ; after which I 
promise to drive you all out, and show Miss 
Elmsley — who must sit with me on the 
box-seat — quite a splendid view of the sea.' 

'I shall so enjoy it!' said that lady, 
who added, 'I declare my patients won't 
know me when I return to London, I am 
becoming so brown and freckled. I may be 
taken up as an impostor, for practising in 
the name of another person. ' 
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' Well, Mary/ said her uncle, * you are 
already looking a bit of a gipsy, and the 
roses I promised you are beginning to steal 
out. Are they not, Mrs. Lawless ? Ton my 
word, they are coming out amazingly this 
moment. I beheve you women never lose 
the subHme facility of blushing. It is only 
we, hardened sinners, who have done so.' 

^ Come, Master Floss,' said the tem- 
porary guardian of that much-petted animal, 
* what say you to a scamper ? It will pre- 
vent you from growing too fat. Sir — and 
with fat. Master Floss, an irritable temper 
is sure to supervene — with dogs. Sir — 
thank Heaven, not with mortals; or we 
should have a sad time of it.' 

Floss evinced his readiness to comply 
with the invitation, and guard against the 
threatened infirmity, by a joyous bark, and a 
preliminary scamper through the apartment. 
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Having assumed the necessary broad- 
brimmed hats, as a protection against a 
blazing August stm, Mrs. Lawless and Miss 
Elmsley proceeded to make some visits to 
various departments of the outside estab- 
lishment, over which the mistress of the 
house maintained, through habit far more 
than from real necessity, a ceaseless vigil- 
ance. As they were walking towards the 
dairy, Mrs. Lawless said, ^ I am glad, my 
dear Miss Elmsley, that Grace is coming so 
soon. And I do hope that Maurice and she 
may soon imderstand each other. Her 
mother and I were the dearest friends, and 
both families have always wished for the 
connexion. But — and I don't know how 
it is, I am sure — some trifling and seem- 
ingly unaccoimtable thing seems to stand 
in the way, at the very moment that I 
think my wishes are about to be realised. I 



TEE NEXT GENERATION. 215 

love Grace as if she were my own chUd; 
and mother as I am, I would not willingly 
give her to any one whom I did not be- 
lieve to be worthy of her. But I assure 
you, Miss Elmsley, Maurice never gave 
me a serious cause of complaint in his life/ 

* That I can readily believe, dear Mrs. 
Lawless. I have seen much of him, and I 
know even more of him through his friends ; 
and I know no one for whom I have a 
greater respect, he is so thoroughly genuine. 
My uncle, who is a man of great observa- 
tion and knowledge of character, holds your 
son in the highest esteem ; and I am aware 
that Mrs. Bates looks upon him as a young 
man of the highest promise, who, if he so 
please, may get ofl&ce to-morrow.' 

*I should much prefer he took a wife 
first; and that. Miss Elmsley, would be 
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promotion enough, at least for one year,* 
said Mrs. Lawless. 

^ Well, if I could in any way assist to 
bring matters about, in respect to the pro- 
motion of your choice, I should be so re- 
joiced. These matters, however, are gen- 
erally arranged without the intervention of 
third parties. But should Grace resign, as 
I suppose she will, who is likely to fill 
her place — as a representative, I mean ?' 

^ There are plenty, my dear — no fear 
whatever on that score. I know that 
Minnie Moran was applied to by a leader in 
such affairs ; but she declined all intention 
of the kind. Indeed I am certain there is 
something serious between her and Hugh 
O'Donnell, whose regiment is stiU in China ; 
and now that the Marshal has acted so 
splendidly to the family, I see every reason 
for believing that a marriage will take place 
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at the Rectory ere many months have 
passed. There is a very clever girl — Isa- 
bella Bridgeman — who is said to be ambi- 
tious of public life. She is already a success- 
ful writer, and on rather serious subjects 
too ; and her elocutionary powers are of the 
very highest order. She could have been 
returned to the Home Parliament in Dublin 
over and over again ; but Isabella will be 
an Imperial Representative, or remain as 
she is. There is also a clever lawyer, who 
would much desire to succeed Grace, if he 
could. But I am inclined to think he has 
no chance against Isabella, who is a very 
attractive girl, very generous and high- 
spirited, and immensely popiilar.' 

* Then if we are to lose Grace, your 
friend would be an acquisition ; and I am 
sure Mrs. Bates would be delighted to 
welcome her. She is most anxious not to 



218 THE NEXT GENERATION. 

see the " Woman Power in the House/' as 
she terms it, diminished, or lowered in 
tone/ 

^ No fear of that, my dear. There may 
be fluctuations in that respect, but only for 
the moment ; for be assured that so long as 
the career is open to ovoo sex — and there 
is no possible fear of its ever again being 
closed against them — there will always be 
a succession of clever women ready to come 
forward of themselves, or who will be im- 
pelled forward by others. Of course, as 
with men, there may be women who have 
no special fitness for public life, and who 
may be influenced* by an idle ambition, or 
adopted by constituencies from local or 
family reasons ; but that, as you know, is 
the same with the other sex. However, I 
think, and you may confirm my belief, 
the proportion of really capable women 



THE NEXT GENERATION. 219 

— 

who go into public life is greater, all things 
considered, than of men/ 

* So I have heard Sir Martin say se- 
veral times, when the matter has been 
freely discussed at our house or else- 
where/ 

* But, my dear girl, we may leave the 
nation to take care of itself this fine day. 
And here is my great dog coming to meet 
me. But what is the matter with my good 
Lion ? Oh, I see ; a thorn in his poor old 
paw. My poor dog ! Come, sit down here, 
and let me inspect it. Sir.' 

The sagacious brute — a noble New- 
foimdland — sat down as he was desired to 
do, and placed his great paw in the 
friendly hand of his mistress, at the same 
time putting his soft nose against her 
cheek. There was a search for the thorn, 
which the sharp eyes of Miss Elmsley soon 
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detected ; and with dexterous fingers she 
relieved the poor animal from his cause of 
torment. For which service she received 
a fee on the spot, in the shape of two licks 
of his big tongue on her hand, and a third 
on her cheek, and, from that moment to the 
close of her visit, his unbounded confidence. 

Sir Martin and his driver were bowling 
pleasantly along in a light post car over 
well-kept roads, and through a fine coimtry, 
whose natural attractions were enhanced by 
the general appearance of cultivation and 
prosperity. The day was gloriously warm. 
Indeed it was almost too much so for the 
tough Irish roadster, whose coat gave indi- 
cations of distress. 

^ I am not in a great hurry, Tim ; so let 
the horse walk a bit, and we can have a 

little talk,' said Sir Martin. 
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*With all the pleasure in life, Sir/ 
responded the driver, who made his charge 
understand that he need not l^^iH himself 
with over-exertion. 

* But am I not right ? — ^is not your name 
Tim?' 

^ 'Tis, Sir ; at laste that's what I'm most 
used to.' 
' * Why have you another ? ' 

*Well, Sir, none in the Christian way. 
Some calls me Tim, and more calls me " Tim 
the dhriver," and more calls me Timothy 
Hanagan ; and there's more of 'em calls me 

plain Hanagan. But, shure, it's all the same 
in the long run. For man and boy, I'm 
drivin' this forty year and more, Sir.' 

^ You must have seen many changes in 
that time, Tim, and for the better too, I 
imaguie ? ' 

*Well, Sir, that's all as people may 
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think. Some thinks one thing, more thinks 
another thing — and there's the way of it, 
you see/ 

^But, Tim, have you any doubt upon 
the matter ? — Is there not a wonderful 
change for the better ? ' 

* Some says so, any how/ 

* Don't you say so, Tim V 

* Yerra, yer honoinr, what's the opinions 
of a poor ignorant cawbogue like me to a. 
gintleman like you ? Tisn't here nor there. 
Why should it ? ' 

*You are too modest, Tim — much too- 
modest/ 

^ Wisha, modesty was out when Tim was 
bom, Sir — and I never see the lady since/ 
And Tim laughed drily at his pleasantry. 

^I may beheve as much of that as I 
like. But tell me, Tim, what is your real 
opinion? It would be interesting to a 
stranger, you know.' 
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* Bedad, Sir, the counthry may be a 
stranger to you, but you're no stranger to 
the counthry — ^we all know you, and how 
you stood up for it in the big Parliament 
over the way. Oh, bedad, no. Sir — you're 
no stranger to us/ 

' I am glad of that, Tim ; but that is 
not answering my question still. I want 
to know what is your opinion — ^if you don't 
think the country is much improved to 
what it was twenty years ago?' 

' Then, Sir, my opinion is this — all the 
sperrit is clane gone out of the coimthry — 
and there's my judgmint for ye.' 

* The spirit gone out of the coimtry ! — 
What do you mean by that, Tim?' 

' I mane what I say, Sir,' replied Tim, 

^ that the ould sperrit is clane gone out of 

the counthry.' 

*Let me understand you, Tim. What 
spirit is the old spirit ? Are not the Irish 
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as brave and courageous as they ever 
were ? ' 

*I wish to the Lord I'd see the man 
would dare say to my cheek that they 
wam't/ And Tim clutched his whip- 
handle with a venomous grip. 

* Do they not join the army? ' 

* WeU, Sir, there's lot of 'em as does — 
plenty, God knows, so far as that goes.' 

' And don't they make good soldiers ? ^ 
' The best,' said Tim. 

* Then, don't they fight well — as well 
^ver they did ? ' 

^ Oh, Sir, that comes natural to the poor 
boys — -just as huntin' to the baygle. Shinre, 
if they can't have the Httle divarsion at 
home, they m^ust have it somewhere — and 
when the fightin's goin', they'd like their 
share, if 'twas only to warm their blood.' 

' Very good, Tim. But don't they en- 
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joy themselves, and sing, and dance, and 
make merry ? ' 

* There's plenty of that goin', Sir. Shure 
they work hard for it, and they Ve a right 
to a little sport of some sort or ano- 
ther/ 

* Then, Tim, may I ask you, how, after 
all you have told me, you prove that the 
old spirit is gone out of the country ? ' 

*What I said I stands to,' said Tim. 

* But, Tim, you still have not explained 
your meaning/ 

*Then, Sir, Til thry and make yer 
honour sinsible of it. We're all too quiet 
and paceable. We haven't the scrimmages 
we used to have ; and the rollicking of ould 
times is gone out of the quaUty. Divil a 
much a man like me makes out of 'em these 
times ; never welcome 'em ! Formerly, 'twas 
**Here, Tim, my lad — here's a crown to drink 
VOL. in. Q 
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my health "—or " Here, Tim, you ould vaga- 
bone, take that in yer pipe and smoke it " 
-and 'tis perhaps a half-suwerin Id find 
in the heel of my fist. Ah, Sir, the sperrit 
isn't there/ And, in his disgust, Tim gave 
his horse a cut of the whip, which was re- 
sponded to by a smart gallop. 

*Tim, don't strike the poor brute — I 
told you I was not in a hurry ; and this 
is steep groimd. But, surely, Tim, the 
world is not gone so hard, as that there 
are no persons to be foimd who would say, 
**Here, Tim, is a crown-piece" — or "Here, 
Tim, is something to put in your pipe," 
and that kind of thing.' Suiting the ac- 
tion to the word. Sir Martin placed in his 
driver's hand a highly satisfactory token 
of his good feeling ; for a softened expres- 
sion stole over Tim's weather-beaten coim- 
tenance, as he said,— 
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* Then the Lord bless you, Sir. I knew, 
without that, you were a rale gintleman — 
for you are one yerself, and you are stop- 
ping with the best in these paxts.' 

*WeU, but, Tim, you must tell me 
something more about this spirit which 
you say is gone. You know it is from 
persons like you that strangers to your 
country get most of their knowledge of 
Ireland/ 

* Then, Sir, that's the poor knowledge 
entirely. Yerra, Sir, don't be after mindin' 
what the blackguards are sayin' half their 
time. Tis only takin' a rise out the 
strange quality they do be doin'. Know- 
ledge ! that's the purty knowledge, the 
Lord knows. Look, Sir 1 believe half of 
what you hear — and that's too much — a 
tinth part of it would be nearer the thruth. 
Them fellows that dhrives vayhicles are 
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only divartin' themselves, the purty boys ! 
I knows 'em/ said Tim. 

* But, surely, Tim, you would not think 
of deluding a poor innocent Englishman 
in search of information ? ' 

* Wouldn't I ? The Lord forgive me ! 
I never was above it. But indeed. Sir, 
'twould thry the timper of an angel — 
and mine was never of the best — to see 
the condisinshin of some of 'em. There 
was a brat of a boy, the other day — and 
'twouldn't take my ould woman's cat much 
trouble to shave all the hair he had on 
him with her tongue — and you'd think 
that we never war a counthry till he come 
to pay us a visit. And, 'pon me soul. Sir,. 
I'm as sure as I'm a sinner — and that's no 
lie anyhow — he'd believe me if I tould 
him I had a tail, and that I was onaisy 
from sittin' on it too long. Wisha, wisha> 
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what a swally that young goslin' had of 
his own ! ' And Tim chuckled at the re- 
membrance. 

*Well, Tim, no doubt, some unwise 
people visit this country, aB they do every 
country. But that's not the question be- 
tween us, — it is about this spirit that you 
complain so much of having lost.' 

* Look at our elecshins ! What are 
they come to, I'd like to know ? And I 
remimber them so different. Why, Sir, 
they're like a wake without the fiin. You 
walks in to the coort with a bit of paper 
in yer fist, and you drops it into a spHt ii;i 
a box — and there's yer illegant elecshin ! 
Where's the public sintiment in that kind 
of thuig, I'd like to know ? I can't see it. 
In the ould times we'd have ten flights, — 
no, twenty fights at one of 'em, and the pol- 
lice and the sojers in the midst of it, and all 
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peggin' away for the bare life ! That was 
somethin' like public sperret. And then the 
ajint, and the bailiff, and the dhriver — 
and the boys carried, like so many con- 
vicks, on cars — and the papers sayin' they 
voted " out of love of their landlords " — 
and myself knowing the contrairy — that 
all the boys wanted was to be capchured 
and baiten/ 

* Beaten ! ' remarked Sir Martin. 

* Iss, faith, baiten — that's, you know. 
Sir, to make believe ; and many's the beau- 
tiful waUoppin' they'd stand if they could 
only vote as they plazed themselves.' 

* That was rather curious, Tim/ 

* More curiousest things than that hap- 
pened in them times. Sir. But a blow of a 
soft blackthorn isn't here or there, so you 
have your own way, and do as you like in the 
ind. I remember Squire Clanchy went for 
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the Govermint, and wanted to force all 
his tinints, and miserable poor divils they 
war, by the same token. He threatened 
he'd turn 'em out neck and crop if they'd 
refiise him ; and of coorse they said they'd 
vote for the masther with all the pleasure 
in life. That's twenty-two years ago — 
no, faix, 'tis four-and-twenty, for 'twas the 
time our Norry married wan Dan Keleher 
— and a very dacent boy Dan is, though 
there was a dale of the play-acthor in him 
at wan time. But the tinints were all 
kept in a big bam, with plinty of shtraw 
in it, and lashins of eatin' and drinkm', and 
a piper to keep 'em in good hiunour. 
Danny Keleher gave the wink to some of 
the lads outside ; and faith. Sir, when the 
tinints, with the sojers, were passin' a little 
wood, out rushes the boys from behind the 
trees ; and such a i^hindy there wasn't 
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since creashin ! The sojers was quite 
bothered entirely — they didn't know what 
to do — and before you'd bless yerself, the 
divU a wan of a tioint was to be seen for 
love or money ; and though they couldn't 
vote for the man they plazed, they didn't 
vote for the masther's man. Yerra, Sir, 
them was the times !' And Tim could 
not restrain a wild flourish of the whip. 

*But, Tim, cannot this gentleman's 
tenants vote now as they please V 

* Tiniats ! Faith, there isn't a mother 
son of 'em all that isn't his own masther.' 

' How is that, Tim ?' 

' Aisy enuf then. Here's the way of it. 
Squire Clanchy was bruk, horse, foot, and 
artUry. And they sould his praperty, and 
the boys bought it.' 

' The boys bought it ! I thought you 
said they were very poor.' 
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* Well they wax, and they waxn't ; but, 
here or there, they riz as much as paid the 
third, you see, and the Govermint ped the 
money into coort, and the boys ped back 
the Govermint — ^and that's the way they're 
their own masthers. Sir/ 

' And are they doing well, Tim V 
' Shplindid. They don't owe a penny to 
the Govermint — they ped it all back ; and 
their farms — see. Sir, that's wan of 'em — 
Jack Tobin's — he's a snug, warm man now. 
Iss, Sir, it's mighty comfortable — no doubt 
in life.' 

* Then I suppose Tobin would not like 
to go back to the old state of things ? I 
suppose he thinks matters are improved for 
men of his class?' 

* Like enuf. Sir/ 

' There is no coercion of tenants now ? ' 

* No, Sir — where's the use ? ' 
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* But could they be driven now, as in 
the old time, even though there was no 
baUot ? ' 

'Divil a bit. Sir — ^they're too indipin- 
dent/ 

* And is not that state of things better 
than the former ? ' 

*It may be, Sir — and it may be 
betther.' 
' Better ! ' 

* Yerra, Sir, don't be crass-hacklin' me 
— you're^ too knowledgeable for a poor man 
like me,' pleaded Tim, who was about 
taking refuge in a gallop. 

* But one question more, Tim — ^Are the 
labourers well paid these times ? — I don't 
mean in the harvest, but throughout the 
year ?' 

'Faith, I think. Sir, them fellows has 
the best of it. There's Biddy Noonan — 
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she was wan of the Connells, down near the 
Glin, that keeps the mill, and she's married 
to a cousin's child of mine — and she tells 
me their laboiuin' boys won't take less than 
two shillin's a-day and the dinner, and 
another sixpence in case the dinner is 
brought to 'em — and they have more nor 
a good acre, at their two pounds a-year. 
Yerra, Sir, they aren't in the counthry — 
and what's left of 'em is as stiff as you 
plaze.' 

*Well, Tim, they are better off any- 
how ? ' 

« 

* You may say that. Sir. I declare 'tis 
laughing at me you are. Sir. Well, no 
matther,' said Tim, good-humouredly ; ' I 
had many a rise out of the gintlemen from 
yoiu* counthry ; and sure I must take my 
turn now. But this talkin' won't do for 
you or me. Eh, nebur ? ' — ^the latter obser- 
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vation being appUed, with an ax^company- 
ing touch of the lash, to the horse, whose 
pace it much accelerated. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

The Rector and Sir Martin climbed 
steadily up a long and rather steep hill, 
from which a glorious view of the sea — 
heavily rolling in upon the shore, driven 
by a westerly wind — ^burst upon the sight. 
The view also comprehended some striking 
headlands, and a fine stretch of coast. 

^ Greai Heaven ! this is indeed grand — 
worth walking any distance to enjoy. We 
have, in my mind, no truer notion of the 
Deity — of His power and omnipotence I 
mean — than when we behold Him in the 
majesty of His works — and what can 
compare in majesty with the sea?* 

* It is majestic — tremendously majestic 
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at times, Sir Martin — when it hurls its 
furious waves against the great cliffii, like 
legions of frantic warriors bent on the de- 
struction of some mighty fortress that has 
long bid defiance to all their efforts. You 
must see and hear the Atlantic thunder on 
our coast to understand what the sea is in 
its wrath. It is simply indescribable. No 
word-painting can do it the remotest jus- 
tice. But let us sit down here in this 
sheltered spot, and have a talk,' said the 
Rector. 

^ All right, Moran. What is to be the 
subject ? ' 

* I want to know something from you 
of the real working of the Woman Move- 
ment — if such it may now be called — in 
your Profession. It is one of those things 
which interest and influence the com- 
munity as well as the Profession. In our 
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large towns — Dublin, Belfast, Cork, Lime- 
rick, Waterford, and a few others — we 
have Lady Doctors — possibly about fifty in 
all. But down here our excellent Mend, 
Costello, rules supreme. So I know no- 
thing of the matter, save through public 
report, and from books and newspapers. 
And as it is naturally a subject of the very 
deepest interest, I desire to learn, from one 
so eminent in the Profession as yourself, 
how it works — whether for good or for 
evil. Now, Crosby, I have given you a 
wide range, and see you satisfy my thirst 
for information.* 

* Be certain of one thing, Moran — that 
if the subject be of interest to you, it has 
been of special interest, and I will add 
very great anxiety, to me. I much doubt 
if any subject caused me more anxiety, or 
called for more constant observation on my 
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part. From the position I am fortunate 
enough— without much merit of my own- 
to hold in the Profession — from which, as> 
you know, I have now practically retired — 
I have often been compelled to look into it 
and study it, perhaps more than others. 
Possibly there may be some kind of fair- 
ness in my nature ; for, almost from the 
first, I have been inclined to consider the 
question of Women Doctors with judicial 
impartiality — to see and judge, not from 
an isolated instance, which, I need scarcely 
say, would be bad philosophy ; but to test 
it by repeated experiments. My natural 
or male prejudice was of course against the 
employment of womeii in the sick chamber^ 
or in the wards of an hospital, in any but 
an entirely subordinate capacity. But a 
little reflection showed me the folly of this 
prejudice. I saw that, so far from being 
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naturally disqualified, they, on the con- 
trary, were naturally qualified for the Pro- 
fession. Women possess aptitudes which 
we do not naturally possess — which some 
few of us do possess, but the possession of 
which is a subject of praise, and even of 
wonder. We men cannot match women in 
patience, in tenderness, in delicacy, in 
quickness and keenness of observation; 
and in untiring assiduity we cannot at all 
approach them/ 

* True,' said the Rector. 

^ Then no bne is better prepared for the 
higher training necessary for the Profession 
than one who brings to it such admirable 
qualifications, as a commencement. Now 
to say that a woman of good abihty and 
high cultivation — one, too, who has been 
impelled by a vocation inspiring her to a 
career of so much sacrifice and self-denial — 

VOL, III. R 
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is not a fair match for an average lad, 
whose parents may have decided his future 
position for him, and who for years may 
not catch the true spirit of the Profession 
— that is, its dSvouement — is to assert an 
absurdity — a stupid absurdity. We may 
look as learned as we please, and wrap up 
our knowledge in a dead language; but 
the older a Physician grows^ the more he 
comes to recognise and respect a far 
greater Physician than himself — nay, than 
if he were a Galen and an Esculapius 
rolled into one ; and that far greater and 
mightier Physician of all is — Nature. In 
the humility bom of age and experience, he 
feels that he cannot do better than follow 
her guidance, and do as much as possible 
as she dictates. Now, care, attention, 
watchfulness, skUM muring — which, in 
its best sense, means taking advantage of 
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the various symptoms of a disease, alike 
those that warn of danger, as those that 
indicate improvement, — ^these are the great- 
est good we can secure for the sick. And, 
as I have said, we cannot equal woman in 
this respect/ 

*That is my opinion, certainly/ re- 
marked the Rector. 

* Then for what we may term women's 
ailments, who can be, not to say superior to 
a clever woman doctor, but equal to her, for 
their treatment ? No doubt, we Physicians, 
men though we be, inspire the greatest con- 
fidence in our women patients, and, thank 
Heaven, we are worthy of it ; for, though 
there is an occasional black sheep in our 
Profession, as there is in every profession 
whatever, we have a Priesthood of our own, 
and we never dishonour the order, or dese- 
crate the sanctuary.' 
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^ No doubt, Sir Martin, yoiirs is a grand 
Profession, and on the whole its aim is 
lofty, while its motives are unselfish. I 
assiure you, you interest me very much. 
But you must pardon me for the interrup- 
tion.' 

'Not at all, my dear Mend. I was 
saying we inspire confidence — the greatest 
possible confidence. But for inspiring the 
unreserved confidence of women — of deli- 
cate and sensitive women — and especially 
of the young — so shy, so bashful, so sub- 
limely ignorant — no male physician can 
have any chance with a skilful, tender, 
considerate, and prudent woman. This I 
say not only from natural reasoning, but 
from actual and long experience. I know 
something of this through my own niece. 
Miss Elmsley ; and I can assure you, 
Moran, had I to go back to-morrow to the 
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active duties of the Profession, I could not 
desire a better — ^that is, a surer or a trustier 
colleague than Mary. She passed a severe 
examination in splendid style, — that I 
afterwards heard from the Examiners, who 
told me they tested her to the uttermost, 
and were amazed at her proficiency in every 
branch, collateral as weU as direct. Mary is 
not what you would by any means call a 
handsome woman, while no one could refuse 
to her the claim of being interesting and 
prepossessing in appearance. But you 
should see her when her features are lighted 
up with the grand excitement of her work 
— ^then she seems quite another being. I 
assure you I have been repeatedly struck 
with the tones of her voice as she spoke to 
some of my patients — for I have either 
taken her with me of late to my most 
delicate cases, or she was called in with me 
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to others. Her very tones, together with a 
something in her manner, have had a re- 
storative influence. I am convinced she 
could not commit the unpardonable blunder 
of depressing her patient by word or man- 
ner : she simply could not do it. This I 
know, — she has had a far larger average of 
cures than many of our big wigs of the 
Profession. I set that down to two causes, 
— her own wonderful soHcitude, and the 
hap-hazard nature of the work which is 
too often the result of over-practice with us. 
She is careful, conscientious, with extra- 
ordinary enthusiasm — something like the 
feeling of one having a mission ; therefore, 
with skUl, fine ability, and great natural ad- 
vantages, it is not wonderful that at the age 
of thirty — or something under that — she is 
in the receipt of four thousand a-year ; which 
she could easUy double in half-a-dozen years 
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more. For my part, I should far prefer to 
see her retire, now that she has done 
her work, and prepared for theirs several of 
the ablest Women Physicians of the time/ 

* You really sTirprise me. Sir Martin/ 

* There is nothing whatever to be sur- 
prised at. Miss Attic, who was one of the 
first in the race, made 1500Z. her second 
year ; and Bertha Limisden, the daughter 
of old Sir Theodore, keeps one of the best- 
appointed carriages in London. Then you 
may have heard from Mr. Lawless that 
Agnes Horsman was specially sent for to 
Windsor a few days since ; and I see by 
this day s telegrams that she has been 
appointed one of the Physicians in Ordinary 
to the Court. She is one of Mary!e pupils. 
There is something far better, Moran, than 
the money part of it ; and that is, the love 
of the poor for these women — ^worship is the 
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best term I can employ to express what 
they feel towards them/ 

' Now does all what you tell me annoy 
the general Profession?' the Rector asked. 

' There was some natural irritation for 
a while, and there were some few rather 
shabby exhibitions of jealousy on the part of 
those not fortimate themselves, or whose 
vanity was mortified ; but the feeling, if it 
now exist — and it may in some instances — 
does not show itself, and would be laughed 
at in these days. There is perhaps another 
reason why, as yet, there has been no very 
serious cause of alarm on the part of male 
physiciaas. It is this,— that, though we 
have an increase in number of women in 
practice, and in the nimiber of students, 
still they bear but a small proportion to the 
total number in the Profession — to the 
many thousands of whom it is composed. 



THE NEXT GENERATION. 249 

For instance, you say you have but fifty 
women doctors in Ireland/ 

' Yes/ said the Rector. ' But, after all, 
this is naturally a very Conservative portion 
of the Empire. I mean, we adhere more to 
what is old, than you in England, or our 
fiiends in Scotland. I am told — ^but you 
know better — there is a larger number of 
women doctors in Scotland — indeed in 
Edinburgh and Glasgow — ^than we have 
in all this country.' 

* Yes : but there are in both cities 
great schools of medicine entirely in the 
hands of women. Mrs. Gordon and Helen 
Glenlion are about the best demonstrators 
in the Profession ; and Miss Jessie Camp- 
bell has no superior as a lecturer. I thought 
our Horace Briarfield was imsurpassed ; but 
Jessie Campbell seems to exercise a mag- 
netic influence, that not only enchains the 
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attention, but positively controls the will 
of her audience. It is a sensation to hear 
her when she is in her best mood. But 
you were speaking of Ireland ? ' 

* Yes, I said we have about fifty in this 
coimtry — perhaps ten or twelve in Dublin, 
probably six in Belfast, about the same 
number in Cork, four I think in Limerick, 
and so on in the principal towns, and in 
some rural districts. If I mistake not, we 
have three or four in the great Union 
Hospitals — of course, in the Women's de- 
partments ; and either one or two in Lu- 
natic Asylums, where they are said to be of 
great assistance.' 

' Then, my good friend,' said Sir Martin, 
*you Irish are testing this grand experi- 
ment over a very wide field.' 

' There is one point. Sir Martin, I 
should like to have your views upon — ^as to 
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teaching surgery to female pupils, wHch. 
of course necessitates a thorough know- 
ledge and practice of Anatomy. Is it suited, 
do you think, to women ? ' 

* I can appreciate your question ; for it 
is one that I once put to myself, and that I 
Jaiow many have put to themselves, in all 
seriousness and honesty. I candidly say I 
thought it shocking, at first ; but it was 
only shocking to my prejudice, not to my 
reason. It was reason that cured me, and 
did so speedily too. I put a few questions 
to myself; and the answers I was com- 
pelled to give to my own questions, settled 
the controversy for ever in my mind. I 
asked. Was it possible — was it humanly 
possible, to be a perfect Physician, or to 
be a Physician at all, without a thorough 
knowledge of Anatomy ? What cotdd I 
reply ? There is but one reply to be given, 
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— certainly not. If so, then why give 
any encouragement to sending forth into 
society a class of persons who, from prac- 
tical ignorance of this vital science — this 
greatest and grandest of all the branches 
of our Art — ^mnst, of necessity, not be com- 
petent to practise the Curative Profession 
with safety to the Public ? It is simply 
impossible that you can have a Physician 
ignorant of Anatomy — of the grand in- 
strument on which he or she has to work. 
It is a contradiction in itself But the 
question as to the mode and time of teach- 
ing this essential science, was and stiU is 
rather fiercely fought over in one or two 
places, — ^whether you should teach Anatomy 
to a mixed class ? Well, suppose it may 
not be convenient to do so — it is certainly 
no longer necessary to do so, as there exists 
the most ample provision for separate teach- 
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ing in all the great schools. But, assur- 
edly, a profound knowledge of Anatomy — 
that which displays, even more impres- 
sively than Astronomy itself, the wondrous 
power of the Deity — can have no injurious 
effect on the mmd, feeling, or character of 
any intelligent and rightly constituted stu- 
dent. To my mind, it is one of the most 
ennobling and elevating of sciences. Se- 
parate classes were tried in some instances, 
and in a few instances mixed classes were 
ventured upon ; and, Moran, this was the 
result — the women were in the end as good 
as they had been at the first, and the men 
— the yoimg fellows — ^were much improved. 
They attended to their business better, and 
thought less of folly and nonsense ; the 
fact being, that the presence of women 
exercised the best effect upon their tone 
and bearing. 
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*But, Sir Martin, there is only one 
other point which I would like to have 
cleared up — as to surgical operations, and 
whether women possess nerve and coolness 
sufficient for the task V 

^ God bless me, Moran ! that is the most 
amazing thing of all. You know how the 
delicate Guardsman — the superfine of the 
superfine-fights, and bears fatigue, and 
stands work that would kill a ploughboy 
or a coal-porter. Just so with the women. 
There is my niece — one of the gentlest 
women I have ever met. A tale of dis- 
tress brings the tears to her eyes, and her 
cheeks flush and pale at any appeal to her 
feelings. But you see her in the operating 
room ! — cold, calm, almost as hard as steel 
— with a hand so marvellously delicate \ 
It would do you good to see her in a 
critical case. No butchery of muscles and 
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nerves — no slasli and cut style — none of 
your * splitting a hair with a hatchet ' kind 
of performance — nothiog for show, nothing 
for effect, nothing, above all, to make a 
school idly applaud ; but the most con- 
scientious care and solicitude in the per- 
formance of a task from which her woman's 
natiu'e instinctively shrinks and recoils, 
but which she knows to be necessary and 
inevitaUe. The patient who is acquamted 
with the skill of the female operator knows 
that she feels for her as a woman — that 
there will be, xmder her hands, the least 
possible amount of suffering ; and the very 
consciousness that a woman is so engaged 
prevents, in most instances, distressing 
exhibitions of weakness or alarm on the 
part of the patient. There is Florence 
Baldwin — she is, I think, from some part 
of your Southern Province — she is cool- 
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ness personified ; and yet not for a second 
is slie other than the most compassionate 
and sympathising of women. Leah Cohen, 
a highly-accomplished Jewess Surgeon, is 
another most successful operator in cases of 
cancer, which she has made a speciality ; 
and her manners are very winning, and her 
influence great with her patients. Some- 
how, when women are engaged in a good 
work, you can't harden them, or render them 
callous or insensible ; and I am not sure, 
Moran, I can venture to assert so much for 
the impossibility in our case. And now, to 
wind up my theme, I will only say, as we 
are to have Women Doctors — and these 
you have, and will have, in spite of aU and 
every opposition — let them possess all the 
advantages, in training, in education, in 
principles, and in practice, that the other 
sex enjoy, and, in fact, must be possessed 
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of; and this I say, not so much in their 
interest — for personal interest is altoge- 
ther subordinate in a matter of the kind 
— as for the benefit of Society. And 
now, Rector, it is time for us to be mov- 
ing.' 



VOL. in. 
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CHAPTER VIL 

It was arranged that as Lawless was to 
drive Miss Elmsley, after breakfast next 
mormng, to Sir Maurice O'Donnell's, to 
inquire after Grace and her young guests, 
Mrs. Lawless was to accompany Sir Martin 
to the Convent, which was a little outside 
the small town of Ballynuggett, and not far 
from the snug mansion of Dr. Bryan Cos- 
tello. While on their way to that insti- 
tution, Mrs. Lawless made her guest 
acquainted with some partictdars respect- 
ing the Community and their Superior — 
Miss Fitzgerald, sometimes called Mrs. 
Fitzgerald, or more commonly the Rev- 
erend Mother, or Mother Mary Paul ; the 
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latter being her spiritual name, or that 
adopted in religion. 

A younger sister of Mrs. Lawless, Eliza- 
beth Fitzgerald had from an early age ex- 
hibited a decided preference for a religious 
life. To her family only was this early ni- 
tention known ; but to the rest of the 
.world, Elizabeth Fitzgerald was known as 
one of the liveliest, most enjoyable and 
sweet-tempered of girls, the life and sotd of 
juvenile parties, and the ringleader in all 
kinds of innocent merriment. Possessed of 
considerable personal attractions and intel- 
lectual gifts, as well as a fair fortime, she 
might have made what was described as 
one of the ^ best matches ' in the county, 
and done so with the ardent approval oi 
her father, who, good Cathohc as he was, 
preferred seeing her settled in the world, 
to entering a convent. But her resolution 
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was fixed and immovable ; and this being 
at length thoroughly known to her parents, 
no opposition was offered to the fulfilment 
of her wishes. From the first moment she 
entered within the walls of her future 
abode, it became evident that she had 
found her right sphere of usefuhiess. To 
an unfailing sweetness of temper and cheer- 
fulness of disposition — which latter qualifi- 
<5ation is, we ventiu'e to assert, of more 
<jommon occurrence in the cloister than in 
the world outside — she imited a clear 
T3rain, soimd common sense, and great 
power of organisation. Nor was the Com- 
munity slow either to appreciate or take 
advantage of the practical talents of Sister 
Mary Paul ; and the possession of autho- 
rity having afforded to them a wider scope 
for their development and activity, the 
dignity of Superior had been conferred 
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upon her as often as the rules of the 
Order permitted. It was now only a few 
months since her re-appointpaent to that 
oflSce, which she was to hold for a period of 
three years. Under her able administra- 
tion, the schools of the Convent had become 
remarkable for their eflSciency, as agents of 
the greatest material as well as moral im- 
provement throughout the district. The 
object which the Mother Superior proposed 
to herself in the education of the young, 
was to render them suited to their position 
in life, and of the utmost benefit to them- 
selves as well as to others in that position ; 
and, with this object in view, besides the 
ordinary religious and literary instruction, 
they were trained in every necessary 
and housewifely accomplishment — such as; 
needlework of every description, the cul~ 
tivation of a garden, the treatment of bees. 
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the management of a dairy, and the general 
care of a house. And indeed such be- 
came the reputation of the Convent School, 
that, even with the most money-loving 
of the farmers^ of the neighbourhood, 
its diploma would weigh sensibly in the 
balance of advantages, when taking into 
consideration the future of their sons or 
successors. The name of Mrs. Mary Paul 
was a household word, a spell by which 
to banish evil, and incite to good. 

It woTild be idle to suppose that be- 
cause the vow of the Ntm is, through her 
own will, irrevocable, she is thus cut off* 
from all connexion or sympathy with the 
world she has voluntarily quitted. Many 
a visitor — relative or friend — does the 
Convent-bell annoxuice ; and many a time 
is there brought into that parlour, so 
modestly austere in its simplicity of colour 
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and decoration — ^with its sober-tinted wall, 
its engraving or painting of a religious 
subject, perhaps a finely carved crucifix on 
the mantel-shelf, — ^many a time are brought 
there, for advice or consolation, the cares 
and sorrows of daily life ; and many a time 
do that advice and that consolation carry 
back with them, to the troubled home, 
strength, and enlightenment, and peace. 
Though the World, so called, has been 
abandoned by the Nun, there is no divorce 
in Eeligion from human interests, human 
sympathies, or human affections. Because 
of being a Religious, she is not less t 
Daughter or a Sister than she was the day 
on which, for the first time, she qmtted the 
home of her infancy. 

Mrs. Lawless and her companion en- 
tered the quiet enclosure which shut in the 
Convent and its inmates from the exterior 
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world. The building was spacious, solid- 
looking, and respectable, with a pervading 
character of neatness and order. A touch 
of the bell-handle brought to the door a 
Lay Sister, whose face lit up with pleasure 
as she recognised Mrs. Lawless, and an- 
swered that lady's kindly greeting. 

* Sister Clare, I have brought a visitor 
with me to see the Convent.' 

* He is welcome, madam,' said the Lay- 
Sister, with a bow to the stranger. 

* How is the Reverend Mother, Sister 
aarer 

^ Thank God, quite well. Madam ; she 
is always strong — ^which is a great blessing 
for the Community.' 

* And how are the schools going on. 
Sister Clare ? — ^are the children punctual V 
inquired Mrs. Lawless, as she was con- 
ducted to the parloiu*. 
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' Very well, indeed. Madam. The In- 
spector was here three days since, and 
was highly pleased with everything. The 
Heverend Mother was so glad, and so was 
Mrs. Scholastica, who thinks there never 
can be enough done for the children. And, 
dear little things, they are very good, and 
they worked so hard for the Examinations. 
I hope, Madam, the gentleman will visit the 
schools ? I am glad of that. Madam. I 
will ring for the Reverend Mother.' And 
with a Mendly smile and a low bow, the 
Sister left the room. 

The fiill tone of a bell was soon heard ; 
and in a few minutes after the door of the 
parlour was opened by the Mother Supe- 
rior, who, going towards her sister, with 
rapid step and outstretched arms, kissed 
her affectionately. Mrs. Lawless intro- 
duced Sir Martin, to whom the Superior- 
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ess offered a friendly hand, while she said, 
that, though she had not the pleasure of 
seeing him before, Sir Martin Crosby was 
well known, not only to her Community, 
but to all branches of the Order, from his 
invariable kindness to their Sisters in 
London. 

^ And, Sir Martin,' continued the Reve- 
rend Mother, ^ we were so delighted with 
your niece. I have rarely met a more charm- 
ing person. What a treasure she would be 
to a Community ! I am satisfied you should 
not wish to lose her ; but, from her cast of 
mind, do not be surprised if she take that 
turn.' 

'Oh, as for me. Reverend Mother, I 
should be sorry to constrain her wishes in 
any respect. She is perfectly free to do what 
she pleases ; though I confess I should 
prefer seeing her established in the world/ 
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^ I am certain of one thing — that in 
whatever position she is, she will make 
her own happiness and that of others. It 
is strange, Sir Martin, that even a small 
number of people in England should still 
entertain such strange notions of Convents ? 
The trouble of these excellent people for 
us, poor immured victims of priestly or 
parental tyranny, is amusing. But do they 
really believe that we are here against our 
wiU?' 

' Some do, no doubt ; but the belief is 
confined to a very few, either silly well- 
intended persons, or those whose fanati- 
cism blinds their judgment,' replied Sir 
Martin. 

' My good sister, Mrs. Lawless, knows 
what difl&culty / had to carry my point 
with our dear father. He' would have 
kept me out, if he cordd ; but I was re- 
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solved on coming in — in few3t, it was I 
who was the tyrant/ And the Reverend 
Mother laughed pleasantly. 

* What some say, Reverend Mother, is, 
that young girls frequently enter convents 
on a mere impulse; and that a feeling of 
shame prevents them from afterwards go- 
ing back — that the first step, if a false 
one, is fatal/ 

* Were the assumption true. Sir Martin, 
it would be a sad state of things. But 
there is no such thing, practically speaking, 
as this dangerous impulse, or this first false 
step. Our rules preclude the possibility 
of any such evil. The thing is simply 
impossible. But were it possible, we should 
at once alter our rules so as to prevent its 
possibility for the fixture. I can assure you 
we Religious are much more careful of the 
comfort and well-being of our Communi- 
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ties than these good people imagine. We 
are only human at best, with the imper- 
fections, of disposition and temper, common 
to our poor mortality ; and when we have 
to live together in community — in ahnost 
hourly intercourse, and in the performance 
of the same duties — we must take all the 
precautions we can to test, by a reasonable 
trial or probation, the fitness of each for 
a state of life in which unfitness would 
be a great evil, and possibly a serious ca- 
lamity. But, surely, two years and a half 
of probation — six months as a Postulant, 
and two years as a Novice — are sufl&cient 
to test personal fitness ; that is, to enable 
the aspirant to a Conventual Life to learn 
the nature of her vocation, whether it be 
fictitious or real, and to enable the Com- 
munity to ascertain her fitness or her un- 
£tness for the duties and labours of a Nim's 
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life. We reject many more than the world 
knows of, or can imagine ; though it pains 
us to inflict a wound on many an anxious 
heart. But if, from a feeling of false ten- 
derness, we did not exercise firmness at 
such a moment, a moment equally critical 
to the individual and the Community, we 
should be wilfully risking great fiiture mis- 
chief for our Community, and doing the 
very deepest wrong and injury to the indi- 
vidual. For our own protection, we must be 
carefiil ; and I do not mean this in a selfish 
sense, and as a mere matter of internal 
comfort and mutual convenience. Not at 
all. Each institution has its own mission, 
its duties, its daily work — work neither 
light nor xmimportant ; and if we per- 
mitted persons to join us simply because 
they had a desire to do so — even a long 
and seriously-entertained desire, to under- 
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take a religious life — we should, not to 
say risk, but ensure the embarrassment, 
or even the destruction, of the insti- 
tute.' 

* That seems clear to me,* said Sir Mar- 
tin. * Even in institutions where there is no 
actual obligation for people to live together, 
there are himdreds of instances of annoy- 
ance arising from the lack of the right dis- 
position.' 

' Yes,' said Mrs. Lawless ; ^ and if those 

who believe that the object of Religious 
Communities is to keep in Nuns against 
their will, could only witness, as I have often 
done, the exultation of the Novice in whose 
fiivour the ballot has been declared ! — for, 
Sir Martin, long before you legislators 
applied the ballot to the election of mem- 
bers of Parliament and others, it was the 
rule in all Religious Communities to 
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decide thus on the fitness of every candi- 
date — and that ballot is secret as the 
grave/ 

' And, Margaret, you may add, that the 
election to all offices is conducted in the 
same manner, and with the same impe* 
netrable secresy,' said the Reverend Mo- 
ther. 

* But is there no sense of the monotony 
of the work, no regret of the world ? I ask 
rather to hear your answer, than to remove 
any doubt from my own mind,' explained 
Sir Martin. 

' No — nothing of the kind. The nature 
of our mission and the nature of our work 
preclude the possibility of any such feeling. 
We are all of us adaptable to circiun- 
stances, and, as I have said, we test each 
other's fitness for the circumstances and their 
obligations. The regularity of our lives. 
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the incessant nature of our duties and 
occupations, leave no room for ennui. 
Each hour brings with it its allotted task 
or enjoyment. We pray, we have our 
religious duties, we teach, we study, we 
work ; and I can assure you we thoroughly 
enjoy our time of recreation. We become 
absorbed in our work, of whatever nature 
that may be. Our schools occupy most of 
our time ; and though, hmnanly speaking, 
teaching is wearisome occasionally, still the 
intelligence and docility of the children 
generally, and the love they exhibit 
towards their mistresses, more than com- 
pensate for any trouble we may experience 
with a few, who may be naturally dull, or 
wayward, or even perverse — which is very 
rare. Then we know that we are doing 
the work of our Divine Master, in the 
teaching of the young, and especially the 
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poor. We teach them to be good, and 
honest, and virtuous ; we teach them to 
love truth and independence, and to prefer 
work to idleness — to be dutifiil to their 
parents, and respectful to their superiors ; 
we impress upon them the necessity of 
raising their hearts constantly to God, and 
of thinking of Him in all their daily avo- 
cations. We give them such an educa- 
tion as, without rendering them discon- 
tented with their station in life, at the 
same time fits them for whatever position 
they may reasonably aspire to. Nor do we 
lose sight of our pupils once they leave our 
care as scholars. Not only do we encou- 
rage them to visit us often, which they do ; 
but we have constant classes for instruction, 
which is most suited to their necessities 
and circumstances. So that. Sir Martin, 
you will see there is Uttle opportunity for 
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your fashionable disease — your ennui — 
creeping in among us Nuns/ 

* I fear, Reverend Mother, my practice 
would not be very profitable, where there 
was so much occupation/ 

^ Besides, we contrive to cure oirrselves. 
We have the greatest respect for good Dr. 
Costello, who is our regular Physician ; 
but at least three of our Sisters have gone 
through an entire course in Dublin ; and 
we are thus able to do much good to the 
poor, while avoiding risk. But, perhaps, 
you woulji like to vLsit our schools, though 
the greater number of the yoimger children 
are gone for a time ? ' 

' I shordd esteem it a privilege,' said Sir 
Martin. 

Conducted by the Superioress, Mrs. 
Lawless and Sir Martin passed through a 
portion of the building, so as to reach the 
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Schools, which the Nuns always entered 
from the house. In no royal palace could 
there be more perfect order, or more ex- 
q\iisite neatness, than in every part of the 
Convent through which they passed, or 
which the Reverend Mother exhibited to 
her visitor. The very boards were almost 
dazzling in their purity ; and in every 
detail the presence and influence of women 
of refinement was observable. The Chapel 
was a perfect gem, both in beauty of form, 
and in the chaste simplicity of its decora- 
tions. It might be said to be the offering 
of many pious donors. The stained win- 
dows were presents ; so was the marble 
altar ; so were the pictures ; so were the 
costly vestments that filled several drawers 
of the sacristy. A splendid set of altar- 
plate had just been presented by one of 
the best benefactors of the Convent, Sir 
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Maurice O'Doimell : which were shown by 
the Reverend Mother with intense pride — 
for the beauty of God's House is with the 
Religious an object of the most constant 
solicitude. Indeed it may be doubted if 
there be any Community who would not 
willingly endure much personal discom- 
fort, if, by doing so, they could secure the 
fitness and beauty of the Altar and the 
Tabernacle — of all that may be said to 
belong specially to God and His Worship. 
The Schools were lofty, spacious, clean, 
and thoroughly ventilated ; abundantly 
supplied with the most approved educa- 
tional appliances ; and, as for many years 
is the custom in all Catholic Schools, there 
were in various parts, on wall or bracket, 
or in niche — pictures, statues, and em- 
blems, of a sacred character. There were 
several apartments, adapted to the different 
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ages or occupations of the pupils ; and in 
each a sufficient staff of teachers, moni- 
tresses and Sisters ; among whom more 
than one young fresh face looked so fair 
and pure, encircled and set off as it was by 
the snowy linen band and coif, and shaded 
rather than shadowed by the white veil 
which denoted novitiate. 

' What fine healthy children ! — ^how 
bright and intelligent ! — ^and so clean and 
nice ! Upon my word, Reverend Mother, 
you may be proud of their appearance/ re- 
marked Sir Martin, as he entered a large 
room, in which the attendance was con- 
siderable. 

^ And so I am ; not only that it is 
pleasant and consoling of itself, but that 
it denotes the improved condition of the 
country ; and in all times our schools have 
been a painful or a pleasing reflex of the 
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state of the surrounding district. Yes, 
they are nice and tidy. We are most 
particular as to the neatness and cleanli- 
ness of the children. This we insist upon, 
whatever may be the condition of the 
parents ; for no matter how poor a mother 
may be, she can see to her child's cleanli- 
ness ; and, besides, the children of the 
very poor — and these are few in the pre- 
sent day — are supplied with clothes, which 
they receive as the reward of good conduct 
or proficiency. These are provided out of 
the profits fi:om the dairy, the bees, and 
needle- work of different kinds, and the con- 
tributions of friends and benefactors. For 
instance, the Marshal, who has ever been 
a munificent Mend of our institution, has 
just given us lOOOZ., to produce a perpe- 
tual income of 50Z. towards this fimd. 
This will enable us to do much good ; for 
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I assure you, Sir Martin, we Nuns know 
how to make a little go a long way ; as with 
us there are no deductions for expenses and 
salaries.' 

There was much to be seen and in- 
spected — ^there were lessons 'to be heard, 
and little exhibitions of little pets and pro- 
digies to be made. And there was sweet 
singing to be listened to — ^not noisy shriek- 
ing, reminding one of a colony of exagge- 
rated sparrows in shrill commotion ; but 
^ part-singing,' ia which feeling and taste 
were displayed — of course, the result of 
good and careful teaching. 

' That last air,' the Reverend Mother 
said, ' was written by a member of the Com- 
munity, a musician of great gifts. She it is 
who teaches the children this beautiftJ ac- 
compHshment, and she does it thoroughly. 
The choir of Father Daly's church is entirely 
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supplied from this school ; and strangers 
speak of their singing with surprise/ 

When the visitors were about taking 
leave, after having partaken of refreshments 
in the parlour, in which several members of 
the Community were assembled, Sir Martin 
expressed his admiration of all he had seen 
and heard, and asked the permission of 
Mrs. Fitzgerald to contribute towards the 
fund for the poorer children of the school. 
It was gladly and gratefully given. ' Be 
sure, Sir Martin, you will often have the 
prayers of the Commimity and their 
pupUs,' said the Reverend Mother. 

^ I shall be very happy, madam, to think 
I have,' said Sir Martin. 

Miss Elmsley received the following 
letter by the evening's post, which the 
erudite Billy brought to the haU-door : — 
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' My Dear Mary, — I regret to inform 
you that Ellen Carswell is no ipore ; a cir- 
cumstance which, however sorrowftd, cannot 
surprise you, who so well knew her con- 
dition. Her death was the completion of a 
long martydom, heroically endured. 

* I saw her on Monday, when she was 
calm, though her strength was fast going. 
As I approached the house, the old white- 
headed Priest — the Irishman whom you 
frequently met with Ellen — was just leav- 
ing. " Ah, Miss Horsman," he said, " it is 
nearly all over with that poor sufferer. We 
may well pray to God to grant us so happy 
a death. Every time I visit her I am 
edified by her patience, and amazed at the 
depth and tenderness of her love for one in 
every way so unworthy of it." I knew her 
time was not far off, and was only a ques- 
tion of a few days, or a week at the 
utmost. 

* She was most anxious to see her husband 
as soon as possible, as she was conscious of 
her approaching end. I at once drove to 
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his last address, but he had left it some 
days before ; and the- account I heard of 
him was distressing in the extreme. I was 
told he had abandoned himself to the 
wildest excess, and thought only of grati- 
fying his rage for drink ; and to such a state 
had he reduced himself, that his landlady 
was happy, as she said, to be rid of him, as 
she was really afraid of him, from his words 
and manner. There was nothing known 
whatever of him, or whither he had gone. 

' When I left Ellen on the Monday, I 
begged of Mrs. Buttamore to send for me 
at any hour she thought the poor thing 
was getting worse. I returned from a 
visit to Windsor about one o'clock next 
day, when I found little Mattie at my 
place, in a sad plight, her eyes red from 
crying, and quite excited. All she was 
able to say was, * Oh, please, ma'am, do 
come ! Oh, please, ma'am, do come ! — the 
poor lady, ma'am — oh, do come ! ' I did 
my utmost to soothe the good little thing, 
and get from her the cause of her tears and 



284 THE NEXT GENERATION. 

excitement ; when she informed me that he 
had come that morning to the door, rushed 
in, and, before any one could remonstrate 
with him, or prepare his wife for his com- 
ing, made his way to the bedroom. Ellen 
was reclining in the easy chair at the time, 
and dressed ; for that was the poor thing's 
whim. And what a condition he was in ! 
— ^he whom she had so longed to see ! He 
was mad, in one of the worst stages of the 
delirimn of drink. It was a cruel disap- 
pointment — a rude blow to the hopes she 
had been nursing for days and nights. 
Money — that was all he wanted — not 
sermons — he had enough of them. What 
she had, she gave him ; indeed she had no 
option ; she should do so. But he would 
have more, and would beheve nothing she 
said. "Then I will have this — I know 
what to do with it,'' he said, as he snatched 
at the gold portrait locket given to her by 
Miss O'Donnell, containing her portrait and 
yours, and which she prized above all 
things. He caught at the chain by which 
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it wa^ suspended from her neck, and as he 
did so, she resisted and struggled, implor- 
ing him for God's sake, and for his honour a& 
a gentleman, not to take it from her ; but 
the more she resisted, the more ftuious 
he became, she clinging to it as to some- 
thing more sacred than her life, he tearing 
it from her with the rage of a lunatic. In 
the struggle she fell, and in falling her 
forehead came against the edge of the 
fender, which inflicted an ugly flesh 
wound, from which the blood flowed in 
proftision. The woman of the house was 
just in time to lift her in her arms, and 
place her on the bed, where she lay uncon- 
scious of everything. The fall of his wife, 
and the spectacle of her loosened hair — 
once so beautifiil, but now streaked with 
grey, and she only eight-and-twenty ! — 
together with the sight of the flowing 
blood, had a momentary effect upon the 
unhappy wretch, and he attempted to assist 
her; but Mrs. Buttamore drove him off, 
and said if he did not qmt the house that 
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instant, she would raise the window and call 
out " Murder 1 '' and Police ! " " But you 
will take care of her, Mrs. Buttamore — you 
will — ^won't you?" he whimpered "Mattie," 
said Mrs. Buttamore, " yOu go to Miss Hors- 
man's, and ask her to come at once ; and if 
you, you villain, don't quit this house this 
very second, I will have you locked up on 
a charge of murder." The excellent crea- 
ture was in a flame of indignation, for Ellen 
had a wonderftd power of making people 
love her ; and she was so bold and resolute, 
that the drunkard slunk away, and qmtted 
the house. 

^ This was what I got out of Httle Mat- 
tie, and afterwards from Mrs. Buttamore ; 
but no word of >complamt dropped from the 
wife's Hps. Her fall was " an accident ! " — 
her pain, nothing. It was, however, the 
finishing blow, more than enough to bring 
about the end. That night she died in 
my arms ; and her last request, — made, oh, 
with such a feeble voice! so feeble as 
scarcely to be audible — was that the locket 
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might be laid on her heart, and buried 
with her ; and her last prayer was for him 
who had blighted her life. I don't know 
when I felt more than I did for her fate, 
it was so very pitiable. 

* Miss O'Donnell frequently described 
EUen as being a beautiful girl, and I was 
always inclined to attribute this to par- 
tiality, as I could see little trace of it in 
her as I knew her. But when I saw her 
yesterday, her features so still in the in- 
effable repose of death, I could imderstand 
what Miss O'Donnell had so often said ; for 
not only was there great beauty, but also 
great refinement, in her face. It was its 
sublime repose, as if all imhappiness were 
then at an end, that impressed me most. 

* Everything shall be done as you and 
Miss O'Donnell would wish, and nothing 
left undone to show respect to what re- 
mains of a true Christian martyr. I am 
going to see good little Mattie's mother, as 
I much wish to take the faithftd Httle 
thing into my service. 
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* I hope you are enjoying yourself in 
Ireland, as indeed you ought to do, as the 
weather is lovely, and you are in the midst 
of friends. Do not on any account curtail 
your holiday for me. I never was better 
in my life ; and the very thought of doing 
anything for you gives me new energy. 
So stay as long as you please, without any 
fear whatever of overworking me. My 
dear Mary, your devoted friend, 

' Agnes Horsman. 

^Miss Elmsley, M.DJ 

On the day this letter was posted by Miss 
Horsman, a paragraph and an advertisement 
appeared in most of the morning papers. 

The paragraph annoiuiced that the body 
of a man — recognised as that of James 
Brown, a street minstrel — had been found 
in the Thames ; and from the fact that the 
pockets were crammed with stones, there 
could be no doubt as to the deliberate 
iQtention to commit suicide. 
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The advertisement contained an urgent 
appeal for information respecting Henry 
Carswell, formerly of the Fortieth Hussars^ 
to whom a relative in Brazil had left a 
considerable fortune. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

A LARGE party had been invited to * spend 
the day' at Woodhill, the residence of 
Cohnan Costello. Among the guests were 
included the Marshal, his daughter, and 
the Kellys; Mrs. Lawless, her son, with 
Sir Martin and his niece ; the Doctor and 
his wife ; Mrs. Hugh O'Donnell, and her 
daughters; the Rector and Miss Moran; 
Father Daly and his Curate ; Miss Bridg- 
man, the lady who aspired to succeed Mis& 
O'Donnell in the Imperial Representation ; 
and others. 

The day was glorious. One of those* 
days which make one doubt if the vaunted 
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Italian sky be lovelier than the pure ex- 
panse, possibly of a paler blue, in which 
there is no trace of cloud, no suspicion 
of haze. It was the weather to make 
Ireland look her best; not, it is true, 
the weather of the poet or the painter — 
half smile, half tear — that which excites 
the imagination, and teems with won- 
drous effects of life and shade. It was 
rather the fitting weather for the display of 
the gladness and fulness of the earth — of the 
teenmig abundance with which the hopes 
of the tiller of the soil had been crowned. 

That August sun shone down on wide 
fields of grain, partly reaped and partly 
standing, of every tint from pale gold to 
ruddy amber ; on the dark green of the 
healthy, stainless potato, contrasting with 
the brighter green of the turnip and the 
mangold ; on the thriving plantations 



292 THE NEXT GENERATION. 

climbing up and crowning the steep hiU- 
side, or the woods amidst which stately 
mansions displayed their pillared front — so 
replete with colour and variety, as their 
topmost branches were stirred by a gentle 
breeze; on the majestic Shannon, rolling 
its bright waters to the sea ; on the dis- 
tant mountains, lifting their bold heads 
into the clear atmosphere, their rugged 
sides indented with hoUow aad pierced 
with glen; — it shone down, too, on those 
visible evidences of prosperity— the dweU- 
ings of the people ; from the handsome 
family house of the gentleman, to the sub- 
stantial homestead of the farmer, and 
the cleanly, cheerful, smiling cottage of the 
mere peasant. It shone, too, on tall chinmey 
shafts, with their crowning wreath of smoke, 
denoting that engines were throbbing, and 
hundreds of busy hands were at work, be- 
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neath their shadow. That glorious August 
sun shone down on a New Ireland — ^an 
Ireland with a new spirit in her breast — an 
Ireland that had fairly turned her back 
upon the sorrows, the strifes, the hatreds 
of the Past. 

The estate of Colman Costello com- 
prised over two thousand acres of fine land, 
five hundred of which were in his own 
hands, and treated by him as a model farm. 
The remainder was held by tenants ; but 
whose position was, in its way, as secure 
and independent as that of their landlord. 
They, however, were bound together by a 
stronger bond than that of law — ^mutual 
good feeling and thorough identity of inte- 
rest. The tenants knew that, should any 
imtoward circimistance occur, which might 
bring evil to their hearths, they were sure 
of an unfailing friend in their landlord ; 
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and, on the other hand, there was no sacri- 
fice, within their power, which they would 
not willingly make in his interest. Col- 
man Costello's tenants were rich enough to 
buy up their fexms ; nor would tiieir land- 
lord have offered any objection to the ar- 
rangement, if he foimd that they had set 
their hearts upon it. But the connexion was 
so mutually pleasant and advantageous, so 
sanctified, as it were, not only by sympathy 
and good will, but by firequent acts of 
kindness or generosity, the tenants instinc- 
tively recoiled firom the very notion of its 
possible severance. 

The Lawless property adjoined that of 
Colman Costello; and the same general 
appearance of prosperity was perceptible 
in its farms and buildings. The same might 
be said of the character of the. wide tract 
of country embraced within that varied 
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and glowing landscape, shone upon by 
that glorious August sun. 

The drawing-room was full of guests, 
who were broken up into groups ; and the 
host was pointing out some features of 
interest in the distant views to Sir Martin 
Crosby, when there was heard a vigorous 
yoimg voice, crying, *Pa! Pa! where are 
you? I want you — I've sometin* to tell 
you;' and the door being burst open, 
in rushed a fine boy, with a piece of 
timber, somewhat resembUng a rude at- 
tempt at a boat, in one hand, the other 
hand eagerly stretched out towards his 
father. 

' Bryan ! Bryan ! I am ashamed of you, 
Sir — greatly ashamed of you. Did I not 
teU you. Sir, never to enter a room in 
that outrageous fashion? Positively, you 
burst in like some great monster, or an 
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invading army. Keally it is awfuL' Thus 
spoke the master of the house to his. 
yoimgest son. 

That young gentleman himg his head^ 
not at the austerity of the rebuke, the 
value of which he accurately estimated, but 
at the presence of so many persons. He 
was released from this condition of, with 
him, rare shamefacedness, by his father,, 
who asked him if he did not see his god- 
father, Mr. Lawless ? 

' O big Maimce I big Maimce ! I'm 
glad,* the child exclaimed, as he ran 
towards his ever-indulgent friend, aad 
bestowed on him an energetic hug. 

' Why, god-son of mine, I'm told you 
are a terrible fellow ! What is this Papa 
says about the knives ? Is it true you 
have spoiled them all ? ' 

' Only two, an' a httle fella — dat's 
nottin. Pa, give me yoiu*s.' 
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* My darling boy/ and the fiither's tone 
was very much less austere than it had 
been, 'you have made a pretty knife of 
mine. Only half an inch of the big blade 
left!' 

' Dat's good for diggin de boat/ his son 

explained. 

' Perhaps/ said his godfather, ' I could 

put my hand on a boat — a real boat, 

with sails — that I would give to a good 
boy.' Here the speaker was assailed by 
a hug such as an affectionate young bear 
might be supposed to give in a paroxysm 
of juvenile bearish delight. * But, Bryan, 
your Aunt says you know all about Adam 
and Eve, and that you tell it beautifully.' 

' Oh, Bryan only pertends to know it/ 
said Katty, a young lady of six ; implying 
that Mr. Lawless had addressed himself to 
the wrong person. 

' Katty, I am sure you know all about 
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Adam and Eve ; but I want Bryan to tell 
it now. Come, Bryan, tell it to me/ 

' Oh, I doesn't know it. 

' I told you he didn't,' persisted Katty. 

' I does know it. Miss, and better nor 
you,' veered round Bryan. 

' Now show Katty that you do. There's 
a fine fellow ! And that boat with the 

sails! I do declare, I have two pears in 
my pocket — one for Katty, and one for the 
boy that tells me all about Adam and 
Eve.' 

There was now a group round the child, 
who, with his eyes fixed on the sunny 
fruit — and the Aunt's eyes fixed on him, 
devouring him with the himgry stare of 
unsated love — thus began, — 

' Once 'pon a time, dere was Adam an' 
dere was Eve, an' God put 'em into a gar'n, 
and he 'zired 'em " Don't ate dat appel" — 
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'tisn't ripe. An' de Devil cum into de 
gax'n, an* he whispered to 'em, " Take it, 
'tis very nice/' and the womin tuk ' 

^You must say took. Sir,' interrupted 
Katty, with a highly correctional manner. 

^No, Miss,' said Bryan, with still greater 
emphasis, ^I'll say tuk — dat's the way 
Jerry says it. De womin tuk a bite, an' 
she said 'twas g-r-a-n-d. Den Adam an' 
Eve ate aU de appel, an' God turned 'em 
out of de gar'n an' drownded 'em.' 

' He didn't, Sir,' Katty insisted. 

' He did drownded 'em. Miss,' persisted 
Bryan ; ' an' dere was two angels wid big 
swords, an' dey made Adam an' Eve 
be drownded. Dat's all I have — now give 
me de pear.' 

^ But, Bryan, my love, teU your god-papa 
about the big tower,' suggested his Aimt. 

'He doesn't know it, Aimt — he's too 
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young/ Katty spoke in a lofty and 
patronising tone, most hnrtftil to the quick 
susceptibilities of her brother, who re- 
plied, — 

* I does, Miss, an* ITl say it now/ 

* That's right, Bryan. Show Katty you 
can/ 

So stimulated, Bryan resumed, — 

* Once upon a time, dere was a big 
castle up to de sky, up, up, all de ways, an' 
dere was a top on it, an' de Germins an' de 
French an' de oder peepels go in it, an' de 
French spoke Germin, an' de Germin spoke 
French. An' dere was two horses, an' two 
cows, and two cocks an' hens, an' dere was 
two dogs like Nero, an' dere was a punt ' 

* A punt, Bryan ?' 

* Yes, a pimt — dere was a pimt,' said 
Biyan, with emphasis. 

* What was the pimt for, Bryan V 
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' For de peoples to go in/ 

' Oh/ explained BLatty, as if asking that 
her brother should be excused on account 
of his extreme youth — ^he's thinking of 
Noah's Ark, and he's putting it in the Tower 
of Babel/ — an explanation not at all satis- 
fadx>iy to Bryan, who indignantly re- 
plied, — 

* No, miss — I know de Noah's Ark — 
Pa buyed me one/ 

'Now, BLatty, pray don't mind him. 
Let Bryan go on in his own way. What 
became of the people then ? But, Bryan, 
you need not kick me all the time with 
those sturdy legs of yours. What became 
of the people V 

' Dey was all drownded. Dey couldn't 
swim, like Pa and Cohnan, an' dey was 
drownded.' 

* And the Germans and the French ? ' 
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* All drownded — dey couldn't swim/ 

' Goodness me !' said his godfather, 'that 
was very awfiil.' 

At this moment Grace O'Donnell and 
Miss Elmsley entered the room from the 
terrace, through one of the open French 
windows. The latter looked the picture of 
health ; while the former was radiant with 
beauty, her cheeks flushed with a bright 
bloom, and her eyes lustrous with some 
imusual excitement. Bryan was one of her 
special pets ; and going over to him, as he 
sat on his godfather s knee, kicking lustily 
with his heels against that gentleman's 
imoffending leg, she bestowed three kisses 
upon him in succession, at the same time 
inquiring if he had lost all his former love 
for his old friend * Gacey.' 

The reply was not over satisfactory, as 
Bryan was then busily employed on his pear. 
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which was rapidly disappearing under his 
zealous performance. When the pear no 
longer monopolised his attention — ^it having 
totally disappeared, Grace pursued her 

inquiries. 

' And, Brydn, where did you hide your- 
self from me all day ? I couldn't see you 
anywhere/ 

' I saw'd you, den,' said the boy. 

* Where, Bryan ? I did not see you/ 

' Up in de summerhouse, when big 
Mam-ice was kissin' you/ 

Here was a bomb-shell, right in the 
midst of the listening group ! It was of 
no avail to Ke down, in order to avoid the 
fragments ; so Maimce, like one of those 
brave fellows who have been known to take 
up the deadly missile, and fling it away to 
a safe distance, coolly said, as he took the 
hand of the blushing girl in his, — 



S04 THE NEXT GENERATION. 



' And, Bryan, my god-son, why should 
I not kiss the lady who is to be my 
wife?' 

Here was a revelation! — one that 
brought happiness to many, intense gratifi- 
cation to all. 

The event, so abruptly annoimced, had 
been brought about in some way ; we are 
really unable to say how. But Floss — ^were 
that much-prized and oft-washed quadruped 
qualified and entitled to give evidence in 
so dehcate a matter — might have afforded 
much valuable testimony on the point ; yet 
though Floss was, so to say, in the very 
midst of it all, he was never known to 
break through a discreet reserve; and 
therefore the how it came about cannot be 
at present explained. Besides, aU that the 
Marshal and Mrs. Lawless required to 
know, was the fact that it was so : the 
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rest, for what they cared, might be left to 
the imagination. 

A shout from the boys on the lawn 
afforded a welcome interruption, and Law- 
less availed himself of it to bear off the 
artless Bryan, followed by Katty; thus 
leaving Grace to the reception of number- 
less congratulatory embraces, and blessings, 
and prayers for her happiness — sprayers and 

blessings not unaccompanied with tears; 
but tears of joy, that cause delight in 
the shedding. 

After straining his daughter to his heart 
in a silent embrace, the Marshal followed 
Lawless out upon the lawn. The two men 
met, and the strong nervous hand-shake 
with which they mutually expressed their 
sympathy, did not need words to render it 
more expressive. The Marshal only said — 
' I always loved you as a son, Maurice, 
VOL. in. X 
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and henceforth you will be my son indeed. 
I know you will make each other happy. 
You have already made your mother and 
myself so. God bless you ! ' 

In a moment or two after, Lawless met 
the Doctor, who seemed unusually springy 
in his walk, as if borne up by some internal 
source of exhilaration and trimnph. 

' From my soul,' said that worthy man, 
* I congratulate you. You have done a wise 
thing, Lawless ; and in doing so, you have 
made many happy besides yourself Let 
fools and sneerers say what they please, my 
dear boy, married life is the true life after 
all. I can say so, and I have tried it, Sir. 
But, to be sure, there are not many women 
in the world of the stamp of Mrs. Bryan 
Costello. Yes, Maurice, I am a happy 
man.' This assurance was emphasised with 
so expressive a pressure on the shoulder of 
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the person lie addressed, and there was such 
pride, such ineffeible contentment, displayed 
by the good Doctor, that Lawless formed 
favourable notions as to certain matters — 
which, we may say, without breach of con- 
fidence, have since been fiiUy realised. It 
is only necessary to indicate that they ma- 
terially influence the legal transmission of 
the Doctor's property. 

The good wishes of Sir Martin Cfrosby 
were expressed in a manner that might be 
expected from the sincerity of his friend- 
ship. And it would be difficult to tell if 
the Rector or the Parish Priest — ^both of 
whom had known Maurice from his infancy 
— were the more paternal in the exhibition 
of the joy that both truly experienced. 

' God save ye, gintlemin !' said a fami- 
liar voice, as the Postman approached a 
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Uttle group, consisting of the Marshal, the 
two clergjnnen, and Lawless. Billy's salu- 
tation was duly returned, the Rector ex- 
pressing a hope that Billy enjoyed the 
beauty of the day. 

* If not incon-sistent with the shtrict 
principles of grammar, yer ErCverence, I'd 
term it a mellodious day ; for the birds are 
singin', and the threes are singin', and, 
faith, I'm singin' myself.' 

' Good, Billy. Nicely put,' commented 
Father Daly. 

* Gineral ' — ^here Billy performed a mili- 
tary salute — ' I brought some letthers here 
for Miss Grace, instead of taking them to 
the house. I con-saved it would not be 
dethrimintal to allow that lady to per- 
reuse them at this mansion, if 'twas entirely 
plazing to herself. Litherature is always 
acceptable to the faymale mind, GineraL^ 
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' That's a good lad, Billy — very kind 
and thoughtful of you. And, Billy, give 
this to your good mother from me.' 

*With all the delight in life, GineraJ, 
and thanks to your honour. Liberality is 
a vartue of the noble mind ; and where are 

we to look for thrue nobility if not in a 
famous warrior V 

* Well spoken, Billy/ said Lawless, who 
offered to relieve him of the letters. 

' Don't throuble yerself, Masther Mau- 
rice ; the house is so contagious, and the 
sight of blooming Nature is so conjaynial to 
the breast of man.' 

^ Why, Mr. Power,' remarked Sir Mar- 
tin, *you are taking a high flight to-day.' 

' My Peg-asus, honoured Sir, is bould 
and frishky to-day, no doubt. 'Tis what 
Shakspeare calls the " nimble air ',' that has 
to do with it. It moimts to the cranium, 
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and makes us more open like to the atthrac- 
tions of Nature. It touches our sinses, and 
we become more enamoured of all that's 
beautifiil, Sir/ And Billy perceiving one of 
the objects of his Platonic love in the dis- 
tance, moved off in that direction. 

* This/ said Maurice, * is from Clara 
Carter. The writing, without the initials 
in the comer, would tell that. Grace ex- 
pects a long letter from her ; and I suppose 
this must be it — it is a good-sized despatch. 
I must let her have it at once.' 

By the time dinner was announced, all 
excitement had passed ; so wonderful is the 

rapidity with which we mortals relapse into 
our ordinary, every-day state of existence. 
After dinner, or at the dessert. Master 
Bryan and the more juvenile members of 
the family were permitted to make their 
appearance. Bryan's face was lustrous with 



THE NEXT GENERATION. 811 

a recent polish ; and his too abundant locks 
— ^which his mother would not^ spoil* by 
cutting — were arranged in a fashion which 
comprehended a highly artificial top-knot. 
His A\mt pounced upon her favourite, took 
him in her lap, and gave him a hug — not 
however without an audible remonstrance 
on his part, that she wafi ^makin' him 
smuddered.' 

* And my darling boy won't be telling 
any more tales on people ? ' the Aunt whis- 
pere4 to Bryan, as she peeled a choice pear 
for that critical judge of firuit. The ques- 
tion evidently reniinded Bryan of the duty 
of public reparation ; for he called out, in a 
voice that might be heard from one end of 

a good-sized hall to the other, 

^ I'm sorry, Gracey, for what I done/ 
Oblivious of the particular offence, — 
for Bryan had many sins to answer for in 
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every hour of his waking moments, — Grace 
asked what he had done, and what it was 
he was sorry for. 

* Tellin' on you and big Maurice. When 
he kiss you agaiu, I won't telL' 

The annoimcement, so creditable to the 
fine feeling and discretion of the speaker, 
was received with universal applause. And 
Grace, already accustomed to her acknow- 
ledged position, was now able to add, * That's 
a fine boy ! Come over to me, Bryan ; 
and you shall have a plimi and a kiss for 
that.' 

' But / would not look at all — and then 
I couldn't tell,' said Katty, whom these 
praises of Bryan somewhat nettled. 

' You would, Miss,' retorted her brother ; 
and the controversy had to be at once sup- 
pressed by a judicious administration of 
good things, which soon engrossed the at- 
tention of the belligerents. 
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Previous to the ladies leaving the din- 
ing-room, Sir Martin asked Miss O'Donnell 
if there were any particular news in Miss 
Carter's letter ; to which Grace replied 
that there was a great deal — ^that it was 
fiill of interest. 

^ Then, I propose it to be read out, by 
and by,' suggested Kathleen. 

* I second that,' said Sir Martin. 

* I support the prayer of the petition,' 
•said the Rector. 

' And I say '' ditto," ' added the Parish 
Priest. 

' Then I think it is carried,' decided the 
master of the house. 

*I have only glanced over it, rather 
than read it,' explained Grace. ' But per- 
haps it may be better to refer it to a 
Select Conmiittee, so as to protect such 
portions as may be classed under the head 
of " Privileged Commimications." ' 
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* Which it would not be for the advan- 
tage of the public service to have pub- 
lished/ added Sir Martin. 

' Exactly. We shall at once proceed to 
work; and when we are ready, we shall 
report to the whole House.' 

* Hear, hear!' from all ; and the affair was 
settled 

At a more advanced hour in the even- 
ing, the letter, which had been submitted 
to close inspection, and certain passages — 
not many — marked for suppression, was 
read by Kathleen to a pleased audience, to 
whom the writer was almost as well known 
as if she had been one of themselves. But 
as we have been furnished with the original 
document, we see no reason why we should 
not give it iri its integrity. And here it 
is : — 

' Dearest Grace, — Now to redeem my 
promise, I send you a long, long, such a 
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long letter. What do you think ? No, 
dear, you could never guess — not if you 
were as clever as that best of women, Mrs. 
Bates, or as wise as not the wisest of men, 
your friend, Sir Hector. You must give 
it up, it is so beyoncl the wildest license of 
an imbridled imagination, as our Mr. Grim- 
shaw once said to a certain " poet " on yoiu: 
side of the House. You do give it up ? I 
know you do. Then, dear, as you are so 
humble, you shall know all 

* Of course you do not forget the little 
monkeys that would throw themselves into 
the water at Laketon ? And so does all 
the world remember how you and I 
behaved like a pair of angels in their 
behalf. At the time, I really never thought 
of asking who they were, or who owned 
them — I only knew that the boy was 
George, and the girl was Alice ; and you, 
you know, were too much engaged at the 
time to pursue any useful inquiry of the 
kind. You were so much occupied that 
star-lit night, looking for Mrs. Bates' 



316 THE NEXT GENERATION. 

shawl — Oh, Miss O'Donnell ! But, Grace, 
it now turns out that Master George and 
Miss Alice had a father — actually had a 
father ! That is a startling fact for you — 
but they had and have. I ask you, as a 
rational and just young Irishwoman, to say 
if that little boy and girl deserve to possess 
such a luxury as a Papa, after their indis- 
creet conduct on that memorable occasion ? 
I tell George he does not, to punish him 
for following me about in the manner he 
does — ^just as if I were his other parent 
But whose children do you suppose they 
are ? Of course, you won't take the 
trouble to guess, or you are too much 
occupied at present with other matters. 
They are the children of a remarkable 
person, whose wife died in little more than 
two years after her marriage, and who has 
since been wandering round the world, and 
been in every out-of-the-way kind of 
place. 

' It is now about three weeks, since I, 
one morning, received a letter from Rome, 
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the writing of which was in a strange hand. 
It was such a lovely letter ! from the father 
of the two young monkeys, who was on his 
way from India, and had travelled by the 
Brindisi route. Grace, it was a beautiful 
letter. I know it almost made me cry ; 
but that is an accomplishment in which I 
do not excel. It is a thing I don't do welL 
Besides, it is unbecoming, and I have seen 
the tips of noses, and pretty noses too, not 
at all improved by it. Still it was a delight- 
ful letter ; and only I don't cry on principle, 
I might have been tempted on that occasion. 
' In some nights after. Sir Grufton, Miss 
Pepper, the Buhners, Cameron, and more 
of our friends, were at Lord Asterisk's, 
when "Lord George Roverton" was an- 
nounced. Grace, you know all about it 
— ^the feeling, my dear, that comes over 
us poor girls at certain moments of our 
lives. Well, that I experienced as the name 
was mentioned. I suppose it was my De- 
stiny. In walked such a remarkable-look- 
ing man, so like little George, but with 
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such a beard, my dear! He was so like 
the Great Lion in the gardens ! but much 
milder of the two — a lion without a morsel 
of treachery in his nature. Lord Asterisk 
brought him up to me, and introduced him, 
as Lord Asterisk only can. It was quite 
a scene. The Lion seized both my hands 
in his — ^but so gently! — ^and I believe he 
kissed them — at least I heard so after — 
and that the tears stood in his eyes ; and, 
Grace, I confess it, they did in mine. 

* WeU, dear, I don't know how it was, 
but he — the Lion, you know — and he is 
not at all terrible to me — and I became 
very intimate. 

' And idleness, you know, dear Grace, is 
the father and mother, and imcle and aunt, 
of all the mischief of this world ; so, before 
I weU knew where I was, or what I was 
about, I was deep in it beyond redemption. 
Of one thing I am much afraid, that we 
both are lost to the world of Party, and 
never more shall meet in the Lobby, which 
we mutually adorned. I really am ashamed 
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to tell you, — and I feel the innocent paper 
blnshing under the pen as I write the 
confession, — I have sent in my resignation 
as a politician, and — dear me, how can I put 
it in words ? — I have formally accepted the 
responsible oflGlce of stepmother ! Think 
of that, Grace ! — Clara Carter a step- 
mother! No wonder there should have 
been two shocks of earthquake felt in 
South Wales. 

* The children are out of their senses at 
the bare thought of such an acquisition. In 
his enthusiasm, little George — I have 
distinguished him from the Lion, who, I 
am happy to say, is much more decorous in 
his demonstrations, — little George has 
already spoiled two of my best dresses in 
his desire to impress me with a sense of his 
great happiness at the thought of having 
such — can I write it, Grace ? — I don't think 
I can — ^well, such a Mamma ! Pity I resigned 
my Whip. But you can send me yours. 
Pardon me, dear Grace — you won't require 
that symbol of authority for the fiiture. 
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As some one \ised to say in the House, we 
axe both in the same boat. But little 
George is a good little fellow for all that. 
So is Alice a good little fellow too. And,, 
really, so is everybody. You can't think 
how benevolently inclined I have become, 
and how delightful everything looks. To 
my mind, the Parks never looked as lovely 
as they do now — ^and the Lion is so fond of 
a ramble in them — and he will take the 
most retired walks : he does not care for 
society, he says ; and that I people the 
whole place ! Goodness, goodness ! what 
things Lions, and noble animals of that 
class, do say at certain periods of their 
lives ! Is it so in your part of the world, 
Grace? 

' I must not forget that the Lion — that 
George has charged me to say a thousand 
kind things to you. Indeed, only I know 
you are settled for, Miss Grace, I might be 
jealous. But, no ; that was never one of 
the infirmities of my perfect nature ; though 
I do know a certain lady who had a weak- 
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ness in that direction. Such a shawl for 
Miss O'Donnell's wedding! One would 
suppose it had been woven by the genii. 
You need not blush, my dear — the thing 
was clear to me from the first moment; 
and, Grace, your Lion is a genuine man, 
and you will be a happy woman. 

*Give the enclosed letter to Judith 
Molowny ; it is from George. 

* And if that is not his roar — his knock 
and ring I mean — ^at our door ! Pity me, 
Grace, if you have any compassion left. I 
must abandon my desk, and close this valu- 
able dispatch, and look to my hair, which I 
had been teasing with this pen of mine. I 
may add a postscript to-morrow, to afford 
you a few items of intelligence respecting 
some of the friends and acquaintances in 
whom you are interested. And now, dear 
Grace, with best wishes to you and your 
Lion, and to all who may drop a tear of 
compassion over my untimely fete, I am, 
yours distractedly, 

Clara Carter. 

VOL. III. Y 
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Postscript — Next day. 

'Though the political changes con- 
sequent upon our *' promotion" may not 
interest you now, Miss O'Donnell, there 
was a time when, if a vacancy occurred 
from any cause, our staflfe of the Lobby 
would both be hard at work. 

' Our good Cordelia is to be succeeded by 
Adelaide Homesland, — such a clever girl ! 

'Faony SUverbright, who is to be 
married next month, is to be replaced by 
her brother. 

* Mrs. Longhead is to have my seat. 
She, as you know, is so fond of speaking ; 
but she does it right well. And what a 
rare one she is for figures ! Be sure she 
will look over the accoimts of the Nation, 
and not allow a penny to go astray. Let 
them look out for their estimates, when 
she deals with them ! 

' As you know your own arrangements, 
you require no information on that head. 

* There is much talk in the Clubs of 
Mrs. Grimshaw being the next Speaker. 
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Lord Asterisk is said to be favourable, and 
Mrs. Bates would wish it strongly. The 
excellent Martha is fully competent to the 
duties, — there cannot be a question as to 
that. Then she is so just and upright, 
so conciliatory and firm, and so much above 
Party, — which was not at one time a charm 
in my eyes. But I don't imagine she 
would accept office of any kind. We of- 
fered it to her, over ,and over again, always 
in vain. If she won't have it, Colesfoot, 
it is thought, will. 

* And what do you think ? Sir Hector 
has sent that miserable Smallman adrift, 
and done it well too. In a moment of 
foUy, the toady turned upon the patron, 
and more than hinted that his so-called 
followers — your friends, Grace — were only 
making fiin of the great Sir Hector. This, 
as you may suppose, put the illustrious 
Penguin in a towering rage. I am told the 
scene was imposing. The outraged Senator 
placed one hand in his waistcoat-pocket, 
and employed the other in his grandest 
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style, as he thus ftdminated against the 
oflfender, — 

* " You calumniate gentlemen, Sir, — ^men 
of honour and courage, Sir. When, from 
over zeal, Sir, — over zeal. Sir, — I was 
betrayed, — momentarily betrayed into an 
inadvertence. Sir, — I should rather say 
into a snare. Sir,— a wicked snare. Sir,— 
these gentlemen, — gentlemen^ Sir, — rallied 
round me, as one man, — as one man, Sir, 
— yes. Sir, as gentlemen of honour and 
courage; while you, Sir^ sneaked away, — 
I repeat. Sir, sneaked away. Go, Sir! I 
renounce you. Sir. You are riot worthy 
of the countenance, much less the friend- 
ship, of Sir Hector Penguin." 

*The dear old feUow! for you know, 
Grace, he was one of my admirers, — of 
course in a strictly Parliamentary sense ; 
and, after that noble display of offended 
dignity, I should so like to see him, what 
he longs to be — the " Right Honourable." 
I have not lost all my influence yet ; and 
if I can serve Sir H., I will. 
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'As you may not have seen Lord 
Sidonia's last speech in its pamphlet form, 
I send you half-a-dozen copies. It is a 
model of the purest English, and is replete 
with strength, grace, and felicity. But the 
matter is still more excellent than the 
matter. I am told the Nuncio has bought 
up an entire edition of it. What a rebuke 
it conveys to your religious alarmists ! — 
your believers in plots and conspiracies, — 
people of "facile faith and morbid cre- 
dulity," and foolish persons of that kind 1 
In my opinion, — and, after all, we Whips, 
who were much behind the curtain, and 
saw our statesmen and stateswomen in 
anything but fiill dress, are not bad judges 
either of style or meaning, — it is a grand 
legacy bequeathed by a ripe intellect to 
a New Generation. Those who heard Lord 
Sidonia deliver it knew it to be his last, 
as they felt it to ^e his greatest eflfort. 

'Dear, dear, after that, I must shake 
myself Lion, Lion 1 what a politician 
you are spoiling in your Clara! But no 
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matter, Grace, — I shall meet my doom of 

political extinction like — what? I have 

not time to say, dear; for that horrid young 

monkey, little George, is thumping at the 

door, and telling me, through the keyhole, 

that his " Pa '' wants me so. Of course, 

he does. Yes, yes, you youthfiil monster ! 

Coming — coming ! No use, Grace ; I 

must finish. 

C. C. 

Last line. 

* Grace, in a month's time ! I prayed, 
implored, wept, — no, I did not weep, — I 
forgot that, dear ; but all in vain. A little 
month; and then an end of — 

' Clara Carter. 

LcLSt line of all. 

^ My poor eyes, — not bad ones either, — 
eh, Grace? — are dazzled. Such' lovely 
things ! The Mermaids have behaved so 
beautifully. Really, it would require 
several pages to give you a list of all their 
elegant and superb presents. Why, child,, 
it is a regular dowry. Should the worst 
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come to the worst, in this world of change, 
I could set up a grand warehouse of 
jewellery, and such matters, on my own 
account. Then, the address from the Club 1 
It is worth all, — no, almost as good. My 
poor head ! — and there again is that horrid 
yoimg monkey. Pity me, Grace,— pity me ! 

'Poor thing! poor thing!' said the 
Doctor, when Kathleen's sweet voice ceased, 
' her case is very distressing. Assure her. 
Miss O'Donnell, that she may coimt on a 
large amount of sympathy from this part of 
the world.' 

* Really, Doctor, from your tone, a 
stranger to your generous nature would 
think you were not serious,' remonstrated 
the Rector, 

'Wait until it is his own case,' said 
the Parish Priest. 

* One thing, however, is certain,' said 
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Sir Martin, ' Clara Carter will never more 
be seen in the Lobby of the House.' 

* A very happy thing for her, and a very 
fortunate thing for those on the other side, 
whoever they may be,' said Lawless. 

* And I say,' said Grace, ' there never 
was a kinder nature, or a truer heart ; and 
it was worth months of anxiety on my part 
to earn a fiiendship such as hers. From 
my soul, I wish her every happiness.' 

* Hear, hear ! ' said all in true Parlia- 
mentary style. 



We need not tell how rapidly the time 
slipped away on the wings of hope and 
pleasure ; how Miss Bridgeman was chosen 
to fill the place of Grace, and what a sensa- 
tion her speech made throughout the 
Empire ; how the Kellys, and their good 
father and mother, were prevailed on to 
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wait for the wedding; how similar influ- 
ences were employed with Sir Martin sEnd his 
niece, with a similar result; how happily 
the wedding went off; how beautiftil was 
the church, how lovely the music, how 
impressive was Father Daly, how charming 
were the bridesmaids, how proud was the 
bridegroom, and how happy was the bride ; 
how the Nuns sympathised in the joy of 
the Reverend Mother, and how their pupils 
enjoyed the feast provided for them by Mrs. 
Lawless, and how the poor were gladdened 
by the munificence of the Marshal ; how 
the breakfast went off, and how Sir Martin 
spoke, and what Miss Bridgeman said ; how 
there were some tears and ifiuch embracing 
as the carriage appeared at the door; or 
what showers of slippers were flung after, 
or what countless prayers followed, the 
flying wheels of that blissfiil vehicle. 
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These and other matters, which we have 
not space to tell, we leave to the obliging 
imagination of the reader. For subsequent 
events, much affecting the domestic happi- 
ness of several personages in the foregoing 
pages, we refer the curious to the announce- 
ments which they are sure to find, if they 
only search properly, in the most interest- 
ing colmnns of the public journals for the 
year 1892. 



THE END. 



LoNDOv: — Stranoewayb and Waldek, Castle St. Leicester Sq, 
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" Mr. Dixon's lively and accurate work." — Time$. 

" This book is thoroughly entertaining, well-written, and instructive." — Examintr. 

"These volumes will place Mr. Dixon permanently on the roll of English autJ^rs 
who have rendered their country a service, by his putting on record a truthful and 
brilliant account of that most popular and instructive relic of antiquity. * Her 
Majesty's Tower ;' the annals of which, as related in these volumes, are by turns 
exciting and amusing, while they never fail to interest Odr ancient stronghold 
could lukve had no better historian than Mr. Dixon." — Post. 

"By his merits of literary execution, his vivacious portraitures of historical 
figures, his masterly powers of narrative and description, and the force and grace- 
ful ease of his style, Mr. Dixon will keep his hold upon a multitude of readers." — 
niuxtratedNews. 

"These volumes are two galleries of richly painted portraits of the noblest 
men and most brilliant women, besides others commemorated by English 
history. The grand old Boyal Keep, palace and prison by turns, is revivified in 
these volumes, which close the narrative, extending from the era of Sir John Eliot, 
who saw Baleigh die in Palace Yard, to that of Thistlewood, the last prisoner im- 
mured in the Tower. Few works are given to us, in these days, so abundant in 
originality and research as Mr. Dixon'a" — Standard. 

"This intensely interesting work will become as popular as any book Mr. 
Dixon has written " — Metsenger. 

" A work always eminently readable, often of fascinating interest" — Echo. 

"The most brilliant and fascinating of Mr. Dixon's literary achievements." — Sun. 

" Mr. Dixon has accomplished his task well. Few subjects of higher and more 
general interest than the Tower could have been found. ' Around the old pile 
clings all that is most romantic in our history. To have made himself the trusted 
and accepted historian of the Tower is a task on which a writer of highest reputa- 
tion may well be proud. This Mr. Dixon has done. He has, moreover, adapted 
his work to all dassea To the historical student it presents the result of long 
and successful research in sources undiscovered till now ; to the artist it gives the 
most glowing picture yet, perhaps, produced of the more exciting scenes of national 
history ; to the general reader it offers fact with all the graces of fiction. Mr. 
Dixon's book is admirable alike for the general view of history it presents, and for 
the beauty and value of its single picturea "—iSum/ay Times. 
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** * The Diary of a Besieged Bosident in Paris' will certainly form one of the most 
remarkable records of a momentoas episode la history.** — Spectator, 

**The title of this work is familiar, and as we have reason to know pleasantly 
familiar, to onr readers. To them a large portion of the contents of the TOlmne 
are well known in the necessarily fragmentary and interrapted form in which 
they first appeared in onr columns. In the continnons shape in which they are 
now presented, with the gaps filled up by the insertion in the proper place of let- 
ters which arrived too late for publication, they will not, we believe, be less accept- 
able. Of the characteristic of Uiese letters it is not for us to speak. The unprece- 
dented interest which they excited as tiiey appeared, and the demand for their 
republication which has been wrged from many quarters, are a better criticism 
than any which it would be becondng in us to offer. We will only add that, in its 
collected form, the * Diary of a Besieged Besident ' fills a large and handsome 
volume of nearly four hundred pagea" — DaUy Nan. 

IMPRESSIONS OF GREECE. By the Right 

Hon. Sib Thomas Wtbk, E.C.B., Late British Minister at Athena. 
With an Introduction by Miss Wtbb, and Letters from Greece to 
Frie^ids at Home, by Dean Stanlbt. 8vo. 15s. 

LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF COUNT 

BEUGNOT, Minister of State under Napoleon L Edited from the 
French. By Miss C. M. Yonob, author of the " Heir^f Redcly£Fe," 
Ac. 2 Tols. 8vo. (In April) 

LIFE AND LETTERS OF WILIAM BEWICK, 

THE ARTIST. By Thomas Landsekr, A.E. 2 vols. 8vo, with 
Portrait by Sm Edwin Landseer, R.A. (Just Ready.) 

THE FALL OF THE SECOND EMPIRE ; or, 

Romance and Realitt of Imperial France. By Azamat-Batuk, 
Special Correspondent of "The Pall Mall Gazette^" 2 vols, 
post Svo. (Just Ready.) 

FAIR FRANCE : Impressions of a Traveller. 

By the Author of " John Halifax, Gentleman," &c. Svo. 158. 

** A book of value and importance, and which is very agreeable reading. It is 
bright and Rpirited, and evinces as much as ever the acuteness of perception and 
the powers of observation of the writer." — Post. 

" A pleasant book, conceived in a large, kindly, and liberal spirit" — Daily News. 

'' This volume will be found pleasant reading." — Athenseum. 

'* A good book on France is just now most welcome, and this is emphatically a 
good book. It is charmingly readable." — Globe. 

*' This is a truly fascinating volume. The book has nothing to do with the present 
crisis. It is Za Bdle France : — Paris, with its quiet churches and its gay carnival 
crowds, and the old provincial cities like Caen and Chartres — that is here described 
as it was before the black waves of invasion rolled over the land. Years must pasd 
before it will be possible for any to see Fair France as our author was privileged 
to see her; and this lends a special interest to the pictures here presented to us. 
There is much that is very beautiful and charming in these recollections. This it 
is hardly necessary to say to any who know and can appreciate the author of 
♦ John Halifax.' "— ^cvW. 
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FREE RUSSIA. Bv W. Hepwobth Dixon, Author 

of " New America," " Her Majesty's Tower," &c. Third Edition, 
2 vols. 8yo, with Coloured lUnstrations. dOs. 

**Mr. Dizon*8 book will be certain not only to interest but to please its readers 
and it deserves to do so. It contains a great deal that is worthy of attention, and 
is likely to produce a very nsefol effect The ignorance of the English people 
with respect to Bussia has long been so dense that we cannot avoid being grateful 
to a writer who has taken the trouble to make personal acquaintance with that 
seldom-visited land, and to bring before the eyes of his countrymen a picture of 
its scenery and its people, which is so novel and interesting that it can scarcely 
fail to arrest their attention." — ScUvrday Renew. 

** We claim for Mr. Dixon the merit of having treated his subject in a fresh and 
original manner. He has done his best to see with his own eyes the vast country 
which he describes, and he has visited some parts of the land with which few 
even among its natives are famUiar, and he has had the advantage of being 
brought into personal contact with a number of those Bussians whose opinions 
are of most weight The consequence is, that he has been able to lay before 
general readers such a picture of Bussia and the Bnssian people as cannot fail to 
hiterest them." — Atfunaeum. 

** Mr. Dixon has invented a good title for his volumes on Bussia. The chapter on 
Lomonosoff, the peasant poet is one of the best in the book, and the chapter on 
Kief is equally good. He gives an interesting and highly picturesque account of 
the working of the jury system in a case which he himself saw tried. The de- 
scriptions of tiie peasant villages, and of the habits and manners of the peasantry, 
are very good; in fact the descriptions are excellent throughout the work." — Timet. 

** Mr. Dixon has succeeded in producing a book which is at once highly valuable 
and eminently readable. In our judgment it is superior to any work that has 
proceeded from Mr. Dixon's pen, and we heartily recommend it to our readers. 
The information he conveys is very great his judgments are evidently the result 
of much reflection, and his style is singularly forcible and picturesque." — Standard. 

" We heartily commend these volumes to all who wish either for instruction or 
relaxation." — Examiner. 

" In these picturesque and fascinating volumes, Mr. Dixon carries his readers 
over a wide range of country, from the Arctic Sea to the southern slopes of the 
Ural range, from the straits of Tenikale to the Gulf of Biga, and, by the force of 
brisk, nervous and picturesque language, makes them realize the scenery, man- 
ners, politics, i)oetry of every mile of ground over which he conducts them." — 
Morning Post. 

'*Mr. Dixon's *Free Bussia,' is another valuable addition to the books of travel 
which he has given us. It reveals to our view the great mysterious people of 
Eastern Europe." — Daily Telegraph. 

**This is a more important and remarkable work upon the great Muscovite 
Empire than any foreign traveller has ever even attempted, much less accom- 
plished. Thanks to the writer of these splendid volumes, ' Free Bussia ' is brought 
clearly, boldly, vividly, comprehensively, and yet minutely, within the ken of 
every intelligent reading Englishman. The book is in many parts as enthralling 
as a romance, besides being full of life and character." — Sun. 

" ' B^e Bussia ' is one of the most remarkable books that has ever been written 
in our times, of the value of which it is impossible to speak in terms too highly 
commendatory." — Messenger. 

*' Mr. Dixon is delightfully readabla *Free Bussia ' has afforded us a great deal 
of pleasure. It is the best woi^ of its clever and versatile author." — lUmtrated NeiM. . 
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AND ENGLAND. By Lady Clementina Dayibs. 2 vols, crown 
8yo. (In the Press,) 
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VOL. I. OF HER MAJESTY'S TOWER. By W. 

HEPWORTH DIXON. DEDICATED BY EXPRESS PERMIS- 
SION TO THE QUEEN. Sixth Edition, Demy 8vo. 158. 

CovTmn:— The Pile— Inner Ward and Outer Ward— The Wharf— Biver Bighta— 
The White Tower— Charles of Orleans— Uncle GlooceBter— Prison Bnle»— Beau- 
champ Tower— The good Lord Oobham— King and Cardinalr— The Pilgrimage 
of Ghrace— Madge Cheyne— Heirs to the Crown— The Nine Days' Qneen— De- 
throned— The Men of Kent— Conrtney— No Cross no Crown— Cranmer, Lati- 
mer, Bidley— White Boees— Princess Maigaret— Plot and Ooimterplot— Mon- 
denr Charles— Bishop of Boss— Murder of Northnmberland— Philip the Con- 
fessor—Mass in the Tower— Sir Walter Baleigh— The Arabella Plot— Baleigh'a 
Walk— The Villain Waad— The (Hrden House— The Brick Tower. 



" From first to last this volume overflows with new information and original 
thought, with poetry and picture. In these fascinating pages Mr. Dixon dl»> 
charges alternately the functions of the historian, and the historic biographer, with 
the insight, art, humour and accurate knowledge which never fail him when he 
undertakes to illumine the darksome recesses of our national story." — Morning Po$i. 

" We earnestly recommend this remarkable volume to those in qneat of amuse- 
ment and instruction, at once solid and refined. It is a most eloquent and graphic 
l^istorical narrative, by a ripe scholar and an accomplished master of Engl^h dio- 
tion, and a valuable commentary on the social aspect of medieeval and Tudor civil- 
ization. In Mr. Dixon's pages are related some of the most moving records of 
human flesh and blood to which human ear could listen." — Daily Telegraph. 

"It is needless to say that Mr. Dixon clothes the gray stones of the old Tower 
with a new and more living interest than most of us have teit before. It is need- 
less to say that the stories are admirably told, for Mr. Dixou's style is full of vigour 
and livelineRB, and he would make a far duller subject than this tale of tragic suf- 
fering and heruism into an interesting voluma This book is as fascinating as a good 
novel, yet it has all tiie truth of veritable history." — DaUy News. 

'' It is impossible to praise too highly this most entrancing history. A better 
book has seldom, and a brighter one has never, been issued to the world by any 
master of the delightful art of historic illustration." — Star. 

"We can highly recommend Mr. Dixon's work. It will enhance his reputation. 
The whole is charmingly written, and there is a life, a spirit, and a reality about 
the sketches of the celebrated prisoners of the Tower, which give the work the 
interest of a romance. * Her Majesty's Tower' is likely to become one of tiie most 
popular contributions to history." — Standard. 

" In many respects this noble volume is Mr. Dixon's masterpiece. The book is a 
microcosm of our English history ; and throughout it is penned with an eloquence 
as remarkable for its vigorous simplicity as for its luminous picturesquene8& It 
more than sustains Mr. Dixon's reputation. It enhances it" — Sun. 

" This is a work of great value. It cannot fail to be largely popular and to main- 
tain its author's reputation. It bears throughout the marks of careful study, keen 
observation, and that power of seizing upon those points of a story that are of real 
importance, which is the most precious possession of the historian. To all historic 
documents, ancient and modem, Mr. Dixon has had unequalled facilities of access, 
and his work will in future be the trusted and popular history of the Tower. He 
has succeeded in giving a splendid panorama of English history." — Qlobe. 

''This charming volume will be the most permanently popular of all Mr. Dixon's 
worka Under the treatment of so practised a master of our English tongue the 
story of the Tower becomes more fascinating than the daintiest of romancea"— 
L'xaminer. 
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OoMTBNTS : — ^The Anglo-Spanish Plot — ^Factions at Oonrt— Lord Grey of WUton— 
Old English Catholica— The English Jesnite— White Webba— The Priests' Plot 
— Wilton Court— Last of a Noble Line— Powder-Plot Boom— Guy Fawkes— 
Origin of the Plot— Vinegar House — Conspiracy at Large — ^The Jesuit's Move — 
In London— November, 160fi — ^Hunted Down— In the Tower— Search for Gtar- 
net— End of the English Jesuits — The Catholic Lords— Harry Percy— The 
Wizard Earl— A Beal Arabella Plot— William Seymour— The Escape— Pursuit 
— Dead in the Tower— Lady Frances Howard-RobertCarr— Powder Poisoning. 



From thb Tdobs: — "All the civilized world— English, Continental, and Ame- 
rican — takes an interest in the Tower of London. The Tower is the stage 
upon which has been enacted some of the grandest dramas and saddest tragedies 
in our national annala If, in imagination, we take our stand on those time-worn 
wails, and let century after century flit past us, we shall see in duo succession the 
majority of the most famous men and lov^ely women of England in the olden time. 
We shall see them jesting, jousting, love-making, plotting, and then anon, per- 
haps, commending their souls to God in the presence of a hideous masked figure, 
bearing an axe in his hands. It is such pictures as these that Mr. Dixon, with 
considerable skill as an historical limner, has set before us in these volumes. Mr. 
Dixon dashes off the scenes of Tower history with great spirit His descriptions 
are given with such terseness and vigour that we should spoil them by any attempt 
at condensation. As favourable examples of his narrative powers we may call at- 
tention to the story of the beautiful but unpopular Elinor, Queen of Henry IIL, and 
the description of Anue Boleyn's first and se^nd arrivals at the Tower. Then we 
have the story of the bold Bishop of Durham, who escapes by the aid of a cord 
hidden in a wine- jar; and the tale of Maud Fitzwalter, imprisoned and murdered 
by the caitiff John. Passing onwards, we meet Charles of Orleans, the poetic 
French Prince, captured at Agincourt, and detained for five-and-tweuty years a 
prisoner In the Tower. Next we encounter the baleful form of Bichard of Gloucester, 
and are filled with Indignation at the blackest of the black Tower deeda As we 
draw nearer to modem times, we have the sorrowful stoiy of the Nine Days' 
Queen, poor little Lady June Urey. The chapter entitled *'No Cross, no Crown'* 
is one of the most affecting in the book. A mature man can scarcely read it with- 
out feeling the tears ready to trickle from his eyes. No part of the first volume 
yields in interest to the chapters which are devoted to the story of Sir Walter 
Baleigh. The greater part of the second volume is occupied with the story of the 
Gunpowder Plot. The narrative Is extremely Interesting, and will repay perusal. 
Another cause cdibre possessed of a perennial interest, is the murder of Sir Thomas 
Overbury by Lord and Lady Somerset Mr. Dixon tells the tale skilfully. In con- 
clusion, we may congratulate the author on this, his latest work. Both volumes 
are decidedly attractive, and throw much light on our national history, but we 
think the palm of superior interest must be awarded to the second volume." 

From the Athen^bum : — *' The present volimie is superior in sustained Interest 
to that by which It was preceded. The whole details are so picturesquely narrated, 
that the reader is carried away by the narrativa The stories are told with such 
knowledge of new facts as to make them like hitherto imwrltten chapters In our 
history." 

From the Mornino Post: — "This volume fascinates the reader's Imagination 
and stimulates his curiosity, whilst throwing fioods of pure light on several of the 
most perplexing matters of James the First's reign. Noc inferior to any of the 
authors previous ivorkd of history in respect of discemmeut and logical soundness, 
it equals them iu luminous expression, tind surpasses some of them in romantic 
interest" 
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ANNALS OF OXFORD. By J. C. Jeaffreson, 

B.A., Oxon. Author of " A Book About the Clergy," &c. Second 
Edition. 2 vols. 8vo. 30b. 

CoNTEim :— The Cross Keys ; King Alfred's Expalsicm from Oxford ; Chums snd In- 
mates; ClMsical Schools and Benefactions; Schools and Scholars ; On Learn- 
ing and certain Incentives to it ; Colleges and Halls ; Structural Newness of 
Oxford ; Arithmetic gone Mad ; Reduction of the Estimates ; A Happy Family; 
Town and Gk>wn ; Death to the Legate's Cook ; The Great Biot ; St Scholastica ; 
King's College Chapel used as a Playhouse ; St Mary's Church ; Ladies in Besir 
denoe ; Gtownswomen of the 17th Century ; The Birch in the Bodleian ; Aularian 
Bigour; Boyal Smiles : Tudor, Georgian, Elizabeth and Stuart ; Boyal Pomps; 
Oxford in Arms; The Cavaliers in Oxford; Henrietta Maria's Triumph and 
Oxford's Capitulation ; The Saints Triumphant ; Cromwellian Oxford ; Alma 
Mater in the Days of the Merry Monarch ; The Sheldonian Theatre ; Ghurdens 
and Walks; Oxford Jokes and Sausages; Terra Filll ; The Constitution Club ; 
Nicholas Amhurat ; Commemoraticm ; Oxford in the Future. 

^^The pleasantest and most informing book about Oxford that has ever been 
written. Wiiiist these volumes will be eagerly perused by the sons of Alma Mater, 
they will be read with scarcely less interest by the gmieral reader." — Post. 

*' Those who turn to Mr. Jeaffreson's highly interesting work for solid informa- 
tion or for amusement, will not be disappointed. Bich in research and full of 
antiquarian interest, these volumes abound iu keen humour and well-bred wit 
A scholar-like fancy brigntens every page. Mr. Jeaffreson i» a very model of a 
cicerone ; full of information, full of knowledge, 'The Annals of Oxford' is a work 
which well deberves to be reiad, and merits a permanent nidie in the library-" — 
The Oraphie. 

*" Mr. Jeaffreson is, par excellence^ a popular writer. He chooses what is pic- 
turesque and of general interest * * No one can read these Annals of Oxfonl 
without feeling a very deep interest in their varied contents. * * Mr. Jeaffre- 
son's sketch of the University under the Stuarts and Georges is most entertaining 
and instructive.*' — AthensRum. 

'* These interesting volumes should be read not only by Oxonians, but by all 
students of English history." — John Bull. 

" This work will add to Mr. Jeaffreson's reputation, not only as an agreeable 
writer, but a careful explorer, who carries on his investigations out of the beaten 
track. We have perused these goodly volumes with much interest They con- 
tain lively descriptions of many of the leading events in c(»inexion with the rise 
and development of the University ; events, too, which have materially influenced 
oar national history; and no unbiassed reader can glide through his pleasant 
pages without acknowledging the fair and candid spirit in which Mr. Jeaffreson 
has executed his task." — Oxford Chroniele. 

A BOOK ABOUT THE CLERGY. By J. C. 

Jeaffreson, B. A., Oxon, author of " A Book about Lawyers," " A 

Book about Doctors," &c. Second Edition. 2 vols 8vo. SOs. 

**This is a book of sterling excellence, in which all — laity as well as clergy — will 
find entertainment and instruction : a book to be bought and placed permanently 
hi our libraries. It is written in a terse and lively style throughout it is eminently 
fair and candid, and is fall of interesting information on almost every topic that 
serves to illustrate the history of the English clergy" — Times. 

** Honest praise may be awarded to these volumes Mr. Jeaffreson has collected 
» large amount of carious information, and a rich store of facts not readily to be 
found elsewhere. The book will please, and it deserves to please, those who like 
pfoturesqae details and pleasant gossip^"— Aii/ Mall OcutUe. 
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A CRUISE IN GREEK WATERS ; with a Hunting 

Excnrsion in Tunis. By Caft. Townshbnd, 2nd Life Guardg. 
1 vol. 870, with Illustrations. 16s. 

**Capt Townshend writes about the foreign lands he has visited with good hn- 
mour and intelligence. His pictures of life in Algiers are vivid and truthful, and 
his narrative of boar-hunting in Tunis is especially worthy of notica" — Athamum, 

" A thoroughly pleasant and agreeable book, full of picturesque descriptions of 
notable places, and the present condition, and appearance of some of the most in- 
teresting countries of Europe.** — Examiner. 

" The most attractive and mteresting book of travels of the season, full of acuta 
observation, picturesque description, and exciting adventnra** — United Service Mag» 

A RAMBLE INTO BRITTANY. By the Rev. 

G. MuBORAYB, M.A., Oxon. 2 vols., with Illustrations. 24s. 

"Mr. Musgrave is a man of considerable information, and good powers of obser- 
vation. His book is interesting and amusing. He sketches me Breton landscape! 
with force and spirit"— PoZ; Mall Gazette. 

" Mr. Musgrave always writes plecwantly, and manages to combine instraction 
and entertainment in very agreeable proportion^"— ^xommer. 

" A valuable, pleasant, and instructive book."— Post. 

WILD LIFE AMONG THE KOORDS. By 

Major F. Millinobn, F.R.G.S. 8vo, with niustrations. 158. 

** Major Millingen*s interesting volume reads pleasantly as a journal of travel 
in districts never that we know described before. Major Millingen is a shrewd 
observer. He gives an interesthig account of the Eoords, and describes the mag- 
nificent scenery of the country with skill and felicity." — Saturday Review. 

" A thoroughly interesting work, which we heartily recommend.**— £:rom<ner. 

A HUNTER'S ADVENTURES IN THE GREAT 

WEST. By Parker GrLLMORB (" Ubique"), author of " Gun, Rod, 
and Saddle/' &c. 1 voL 8vo, with Illustrations. 15s. 

** A good volume of sports and spirited adventura We have thoroughly enjoyed 
Mr. Gillmore*8 work. It would be difficult to speskk in too high terms of his pluck, 
enterprise and energy " — PaU Mall Gazette. 

** An interesting, amusing, and instructive book.** — Examiner. 

** A volume of exceeding interest, full of exciting and spiritedly told adventure." 
-^Sunday Timee. 

*'Mr. Gillmore is a keen sportsman and a fearless explorer. His work Is full of 
interest and adventure, uid is as well written as it is amusing.** — Meuenger. 

A TOUR ROUND ENGLAND. By Walter 

Thornburt. 2 vols, post 8vo, with Illustrations. 24b. 

** Mr. Thombury is deservedly popular as a pleasant, genial writer, and has writ- 
ten two most amusing volumes on some of the most interesting places in Eng- 
land, which we have read with considerable interest, and can heartily recom- 
mend.'* — Examiner. 

*' All who know Mr. Thombury*8 racy, vivid, and vigorous style, and his plea- 
sant and graceful wav of presenting information to the reader, will be sure to 
become familiar vrith his travels through England.'*— 2)at7y Tti^raph. 

" The realtor can scarcely fail to find in this book many picturesque incidents and 
legendary anecdotes alike new and entertaining.'* — Pall Mall Gazette. 

'* English tourists should get Mr. Thombury's charming book. It contains a large 
amount of topc^^phlcal, historical, and social gossip.*' — Stm. 

TURKISH HAREMS & CIRCASSIAN HOMES. 

By Mrs. Harybt, of lokweU Bury. 8vo, with Coloured Ulustra- 
tions. (Just Ready,) 
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THE SEVENTH VIAL; or, THE TIME OF 

TROUBLE BEOUN, as shown in THE OREAT WAR, THE 
DETHRONEMENT OF THE POPE, and other Collateral Events. 
By the Rev. John Cummino, D.D., Ac. Third Edition, 1 voL Ss. 

** Dr. Gumming is the popular exponent of a school of prophetic interpretatioxi, 
and on this score has established a claim to attention. His book fornisheB an 
instructive collection of the many strange portents of our day. jyt. Gununing talces 
his facts very fairly. He has a case, and the gravity of the subject must command 
the attention of readers." — IVnei, March 6. 

** K deeply interesting work, we commend it to all who wish for able and honest 
assistance in understanding the signs of the times." — Record. 

" This book is intensely interesting from beginning to end, and is marked 
throughout by the same earnest and conscientious tone which characterises all Dr. 
Cumming*s writings on this, his favourite subject.**— Zomfon ScoUman. 

LIFE AND REMAINS OF ROBERT LEE, D.D., 

F.R.S.E., Minister of Old Greyfriars, Dean of the Chapel Royal of 
Holyrood, and Chaplain in Ordinary to the Queen. By Robert 
Hbrbert Stort, Minister of Rosneath; with an Introductory 
Chapter by Mrs. Oliphant, author of " The Life of the Rev, Ed- 
ward Irving," Ac. 2 vols. 8vo, with Portrait. SOs. 

** We need make no apology to our readers for calling their attention to the life 
and writingR of a man who, by the force and energy of his character, has left an 
indelible mark on the annals of his country. It is but a small thing for a man to 
leave a mere name behind him, even though that name be famous ; it is a far 
higher merit to bequeath to posterity a living influsnce, and this Dr. Lee has cer- 
tainly accomplished. We cordially commend the perusal of this book to every- 
body."— W7ii«. 

SPIRITUAL WIVES. By W. Hepwobth Dixon, 

Author of * New America,' &c. Fourth Edition, with A New 

Preface. 2 vols. 8vo. With Portrait of the Author. SOs. 

"Mr. Dixon has treated his subject in a philosophical spirit, and in his usual 
graphic manner. There is, to our thinking, more pernicious doctrine in one chap- 
ter of some of the sensational novels which find admirers in drawing-rooms and 
eulogists in the press than in the whole of Mr. Dixon's interesting worli.''— Examiner. 

LUCREZIA BORGIA, Duchess of Ferrara; A 

Biography : Illustrated by Rare and Unpublished Documents. By 
William Gilbert. 2 vols, post 8vo, with Portrait. 2 Is. 

" A very interesting study of the character of Lucrezia Borgia. Mr. Gilbert has 
done good service in carefully investigating the evidence on which the charges 
rest which have been brought against her, and his researches are likely to produce 
the more effect inasmucli as their results have been described in a manner likely 
to prove generally interesting. His clear and unaffected style is admirably adapted 
for biography. That Mr. Gilbert will succeed in amusing anl interesting his readers 
may be safely predicted.'*— ScUurday Remew. 

THE LIFE OF ROSSINI. By H. Sutherland 

Edwards. 1 vol. 8vo, with fine Portrait 16s » 

'* An eminently interesting, readable, and trustworthy book. Mr. Edwards was 
instinctively looked to for a life of Rossini, and the result is a very satisfactory 
one. .The salient features of Rossini's life and labours are grouped in admirable 
order ; and the book, while it conveys everything necessary to an accurate idea of 
its subject, is as interesting as a novel." — Sunday Times. 
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TRAVELS OF A NATURALIST IN JAPAN 

AND MANCHURIA. By Arthdb Adams, F.L.S., Staff- Surgeon 
R.N. 1 vol. 8vo, with Illustrations. 158. 

** An amuRing volume. Mr Adams has acquired a body of interesting informa- 
tion, which he has set forth in a lively and agreeable style. The book will be a 
favourite with naturalists, and is calculated to interest others as well*' — Daily New*. 

" A very good book of its kind. The author is an enthusiastic naturalist, taking 
especial interest in entomology. He is also quick to observe the physical aspects 
of nature, and the leading characteristics of the people he visits. He has come 
across some very humorous incidents in his travels, and these he always describes 
in a lively and amusing style.'* — Olobe. 

FRANCIS THE FIRST IN CAPTIVITY AT 

MADRID, AND OTHBR HISTORIC STUDIES. By A. Baillib Coohramb, 
M.P. Second Edition. 2 vols, post 8 vo. 2 Is. 
** A pleasant, interesting, and entertainmg work.'*^-Z>at7y Newt. 

EASTERN PILGRIMS: the Travels of Three Ladies. 

By AoNES Smith. 1 vol. 8vo, with Illustrations. 16s. 

" A pleasantly written record of Eastern Travels in Turkey, Egypt, Palestine, 
and Greece. Written by a lady, and narrating the pilgrimage of ladies, it has an 
interest of its own. The tone is devout, and altogether the book deserves onr 
warm commendation." — Record. 

MY HOLIDAY IN AUSTRIA. By Lizzie Selina 

Eden. 1 vol. post 8vo, with Illustrations. 10s. 6d. 

" A pleasantly-written volume."— Poi/ Mall Gazette. 

"Miss Eden enjoyed her holiday, and her readers will share her pleasora 
Her work is easy and fluent m style, lively and pleasant in matter.'* — Athenaeum. 

A TRIP TO THE TROPICS, AND HOME 

THROUGH AMERICA. By the Marquis op Lornb. Second 
Edition. 1 vol. 8vo, with Illustrations. 15s. 

"The tone of Lord Lome's book is thoroughly healthy and vigorous, and his 
remarks upon men and things are well-reasoned and acute.** — Timee. 

MEMOIRS OF QUEEN HORTENSE, MOTHER 

OF NAPOLEON III. Cheaper Edition, in 1 vol. 6s. 
** A biography of the beautiful and unhappy Queen, more satisfactory than any we 
have yet met with." — Daily News. 

THE BEAUTIFUL IN NATURE AND ART. 

By Mrs. Ellib. Author of * The Women of England,' &c. 1 vol. 
crown 8vo, with fine Portrait. lOs. 6d. 

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. By Cardinal 

Wiseman. 1 vol. 8vo, os. 

FAIRY FANCIES. By Lizzie Selina Eden. Il- 
lustrated by the Marchioness of Hastings. 1 vol. 10s. 6d. 

** *The Wandering Lights'— the first of the 'Fairy Fancies' — ^is a more beautifiU 
production, truer to the inspiration of Nature, and more likely to be genuinely 
attractive to the imagination of childhood, than the famous * Story without an 
End.'** — Examiner. 



THE NEW AND POPULAR NOVELS, 

PUBLISHED BY HURST & BLACKETT. 



RALPH THE HEIR. By Anthony Trollope, 

author of *^ Framley Parsonage/* &c. 3 vols. 

HER OWN FAULT. By Mrs. Spender, author of 

^ Broihenhin-Law,** Ac. 8 vols. 

MARQUIS AND MERCHANT. By Mobtimeb 

Goujm. 3 vols. 

RIDDLES OF LOVE. By Sidney Lajian Bi.an- 

OHABD. 3 vols. 

** This very pleasant novel is a plctore of real life, full of interest Mr. Blanchard** 
pen is always elegant, fluent, and pointed.'* — Morning Advertiser. 

RODERICK. By the Author of " John Arnold." 3 v. 

** A pleasing, bright, and decidedly amusing novel" — Mestenger. 

MARTHA. By William Gilbert, author of " Shir- 

ley Hall Asylum," d;c. 3 vols. 

*** Martha* is one of Mr. Gilbert's best books. The character of Martha is an 
admirable picture. Mr. Gilbert has given it a reality and power which will secure 
it a permanent recognition in English literature." — Spectator. — ** A thoroughly good 
novel" — Daily New», — " A story of remarkable interest It is full of merit" — PotL 
— **The beet of Mr. Gilbert's novels. It is a book of extraordinary interest, yivar 
city, and power. The narrative lis worked out with the skill only attained by great 
genius."— t/b^ Bvll 

CHECKMATE. By J. Sheridan Le Fanu, author 

of " Uncle Silas," &c. 3 vols. 

** A very well written novel The plot is constructed with wonderful ingenuity." 

— Examiner. " Written with masterly power." — Globe. " From the first 

page to the denouement the author excites, sustains, and baffles our curiosity.'' — 

Pall Mall Gazette. " A thrilling story.''— Spectator. " This exciting novel 

is redundant with such power and consummate art that an enthralling interest 
takes complete possession of the reader." — Messenger. 

DRAWN FROM LIFE. By Archibald Forbes, 

Special Military Correspondent of the Daily News. 3 vols. 

** We cordially recommend this book. It certainly merits succesa Our author, 
the excellent special correspondent of the Daily News, a Highlander, describes 
Highland life with accuracy ; a soldier, he depicts a soldier's career with spirit 
The narrative, moreover, is exciting and romantic." — Athemewn. 

** A healthy, manly book, which interests by its honest purpose and by its graphic 
delineations of scenes which we can readily believe are all drawn from life.** — 
Examiner. 

*• A thoroughly well written and interesting story." — Daily News. 

** This narrative is full of life and interest"— ^Sftonclonf. 

** This work is far more interesting than nineteen out of twenty novels." — Scottnum. 

TWO FAIR DAUGHTERS. By Percy Fitz- 

GERALD, M. A., author of " Bella Donna," &c. 3 vols. 

** A veiy attractive and enthralling tale. It is one of the most brilliant achieve- 
ments of Mr. Percy Fitzgerald's pen. The character of the I>octor is a masterpiece, 
and his two daughters are as charming and delightful heroines as novel reader 
could desire." — Sun. 

*' A fresh, natural and humorous story, excellently put together, and growing in 
interest to the very end."— Echo. 
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MY LITTLE LADY. 3 vols. 

** There is a great deal of faRclnation about this book. The author writes in a 
clear, nnaffected styla She has a decided gift for depicting character; while the 
descriptions of scenery scattered up and down the book convey a distinct plo- 
torial impression to the reader. Tne scenes in Florence are singularly rich in 
local colouring and picturesque details. AH this part of the narrative is very in- 
terestingly told. It reads like the experiences of an actual lifa" — THmei. 

'* This book is full of life and colour. The scenes in which the incidents are laid 
pourtray the experiences of a miad well stored to begin with, and quick to receive 
impressions of grace and beauty. Finally, there is not a line in it that might not 
be read aloud in the family circle." — Pall MaU Gazette. 

**This story presents a number of vivid and very charming picture& Indeed, 
the whole book is charming. It is interesting in both chai'acter and story, and 
thoroughly good of its kia(L''— Saturday Renew. 

'* A book which can be read with genuine pleasure. The aim of the story is high 
and its moral excellent, and the * Little Lady* is thoroughly worthy of her name." 

**One of the most remarkable and most interesting tales which has been for 
some time submitted to the public."— i/brntiH/ Po^ 

SIR HARRY HOTSPUR. By Anthony Trollope, 

author of " Framley Parsonage," &c. 1 vol. lOs. 6d. 

" In this novel we are glad to recognise a return to what we must call Mr. Trol- 
lope*s old form. The characters are drawn with vigour and boldness, and the 
book may do good to many readers of both sexea** — Tima. 

''*Sir Harry Hotspur,Mt appears to us, is decidedly more successful than any 
other of Mr. Trollope's shorter stories. The author has shown in this brilliant 
novelette that he can interest his readers by rapid and direct sketching as well as 
by the minute details and patient evolution of little traits of character that mark 
his larger worka No reader who begins to read this book wiil lay it down until 
the last page is turned." — Athenmim. 

**A novel of remarkable power." — Examiner. 

**One of Mr. Trolippe's very best tales."— /SJpectotor. 

THE THREE BROTHERS. By Mrs. Oliphant, 

author of " Chronicles of Oarlingford," " Salem Chapel," &c. 3 v. 

** The novel-reading i>ublic may look forward to no small pleasure in the per- 
usal of this latest issue of one of their host and favourite writers. It is bright and 
sparkling, and full of keen observation, as well as of a genial, Idndly philosophy."— 
Satwdaj Remew. 

A BRAVE LADY. By the Author of "John Hali- 

fax, Gentleman," &c. 3 vols. 

"A very good novel— a thoughtful, well-written book, showing a tender sym- 
pathy with human nature, and permeated by a pure and noble spirit"— J^xomtner. 

DIARY OF A NOVELIST. By the Author of 

" Rachel's Secret," " Nature's Nobleman," &c. 1 vol. 

" There is much to like about this book. It is graceful, feminine, and unaffected ; 
the writing is lucid and fluent, and we put down the book with a most favourable 

impression." — Pail MaU Oatette. '* A book to read, not once, I;>ut many times. 

AH who can do so should possess it for themselvea*' — Literary World 

QUEEN OF HERSELF. By Alice King. 3 vols. 

** Miss King writes gracefully and with good purpose. Her novels are always 
interesting, and * Queen of Herself * is true, vivid, and marked by unusual power." 
Exam iner. " A story of the very best class.*'— JfetMn^er. 
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Wivctiti t^t ^spetial ^alronagt of Per p^tstg. 

PMuM anmialhf in One Vol, royal 8vo, with the Arms becmtiJuOy 
engnwed^ lumdtomely bound, with gilt edges, price 31 «. M, 

LODGERS PEERAGE 

AND BARONETAGE, 

CORRECTED BY THE NOBILITY. 



THE POETIBTH BDITIOH FOB 18 71 18 HOW SEADY. 

LoDOB*8 Peeraob AMD Baronstaob is acknowledged to be the most 
complete, as well as the most elegant, work of the kind. As an esta- 
blished and authentic authority on all questions respecting the family 
histories, honours, and connections of the titled aristocracy, no work has 
ever stood so high. It is published under the especial patronage of Her 
Majesty, and is annually corrected throughout, from the personal com- 
munications of the Nobility. It is the only work of its class in which, tli€ 
type being kept constantly standing^ every correction is made in its proper 
place to the date of publication, an advantage which gives it supremacy 
over all its competitors. Independently of its full and authentic informa- 
tion respecting the existing Peers and Baronets of the realm, the most 
sedulous attention is given in its pages to the collateral branches of the 
various noble families, and the names of many thousand individuals are 
introduced, which do not appear in other records of the titled classes. For 
its authority, correctness, and facih'ty of arrangement, and the beauty of 
its typography and binding, the work is justly entitled to the place it 
occupies on the tables of Her Majesty and the Nobility. 



LIST OF THE PRINCIPAL CONTENTS. 

The ArchbishopB and Biflhops of England, 
Ireland, and the Colonies. 

The Baronetage alphabetically arranged. 

Alphabetical list of Surnames assomed by 
members of Noble Families. 

Alphabetical List of the Second Titles of 
Peers, usually borne by their Eldest 
Sona 

Alphabetical Index to the Daughters of 
Dukes, Marquises, and Earls, who, hav- 
ing married Commoners, retain the title 
of Lady before their own Christian and 
their Husband's Surnames. 

Alphabetical Index to the Danghters of 
Viscounts and Barons, who, having 
married Commoners, are styled Honour- 
able Mrs. ; and, in case of the husband 
being a Baronet or Knight, Honourable 
Lady. 

Mottoes alphabetically arranged and trans- 
lated. 



Historical View of the Peeraga 

Parliamentary Koll uf the House of Lords. 

English, Scotch, and Irish Peers, in their 
orders of Precedence. 

Alphabetical List of Peers of Great Britain 
and the United Kingdom, holding supe- 
rior rank in the Scotch or Irish Peerage. 

Alphabetical list of Scotch and Irish Peers, 
holding superior titles in the Peerage of 
Great Britain and the United Kingdom. 

A Collective list of Peers, in their order of 
Precedence. 

Table of Precedency among Men. 

Table of Precedency among Women. 

The Queen and the Eoyal Family. 

Peers of the Blood lloyaL 

The Peerage, alphabetically arranged. 

Families of such Lxtinct Peers as have left 
Widows or issue. 

Alphabetical List of the Surnames of all the 
Peera 



**Awork which corrects all errors of former works. It is a most useful publication. 
We are happy to bear testimony to the fact that scrupulous accuracy is a distinguish- 
ing feature of this book."— Tiwe*. 

'* Lodge's Peerage must supei-sede all other works of the kind, for two reasons: first, it 
is on a better plan ; and secondly, it is better executed. We can safely pronounce it to be 
the readiest, the most useful, and exactest of modem works on the subject." — Spectator. 

*'A work of great value. It is the most faithful record we possess of the aristo- 
cracy of the day." — Post. 

** The best existing, and, we believe, the best possible Peerage. It is the standard 
authority on the subject" — Standard. 



HURST & BLACKETT'S STANDARD LIBRARY 

OF CHEAP EDITIONS OF 

POPULAR MODERN WORKS, 

ILLUSTRATED BT MILLAIS, HOLMAN HUNT, LEECH, BIRKET FOSTER, 
JOHN GILBERT, TENNIEL, SANDTS, E. HUGHES, &C. 

Eaoh in a Single Volume, elegantly printed, bonnd, and illnitrated, prioe 6i. 



I.— SAM SLICKS NATTJEE AND HUMAN NATXJBE. 

**The first Tolume of Messrs. Harst and Blackett's Standard Library of Cheap Edition! 
forms a very good beginning to what will doubtless be a very sacoessfol undertaking. 
* Nature and Human Nature' is one of the best of Sam Slick's witty and hnmoroui 

{)roductions, and is well entitled to the large circulation whidi it cannot fail to obtain 
n its present convenient and cheap shape. The volume combines with the great recom- 
mendations of a c ear. bold type, and good paper, the lesser but attractive merits of 
being well illustrated and elegantly bound."— i>o«(. 

n.— JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN. 

** This is a very good and a very interesting work. It is designed to trace the career 
from boyhood to age of a perfect man — a Christian gentleman; and it abounds in inci- 
dent bo& well and highly wrought Throughout it is conceived in a high spirit, and 
written with great ability. This cheap and handsome new edition is worthy to paM 
freely from hand to hand as a gift book in many householda" — Examiner. 

" The new and cheaper edition of this interesting work will doubtless meet with great 
■nccesa John Halifax, the hero of this most beautiful story, is no ordhiary hero, and 
this his history is no ordinary book. It is a full-length portrait of a true gentleman, one 
of nature's own nobility. It is also the history of a home, and a thoroughly English 
one. llie work abounds in incident, and is full of graphic power and true pathos. It 
is a book that few will read without becoming wiser and better." — JScoUman. 

III.— THE GEESGENT AND THE GEOSS. 

BY ELIOT WARBURTON. 

"Independent of its value as an original narrative, and its useful and interesting 
information, this work is remarkable for the colouring power and play of fancy with 
which its descriptions are enlivened. Among its greatest and most lasting charms is 
its reverent and serious spirit" — Quarterly lUviem. 

IV.— NATHALIE. By JULIA KAVANAGH. 

** * Nathalie ' is Miss Kavanagh's best imaginative effort Its manner is gracious and 
attractiva Its matter is good. A sentiment a tenderness, are commanded by her 
which are as individual as they are elegant" — Athmmum. 

v.— A WOMAN'S THOUGHTS ABOUT WOMEN. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

"A book of sound counsel It is one of the most sensible works of its kind, well- 
written, true-hearted, and altogether practical Whoever wishes to give advice to a 
young lady may thank the author for means of doing so." — Excanintr. 

VI.— ADAM GEAEME. By MES. OLIFHANT. 

** A story awakening genuine emotions of interest and delight by its admirable pio> 
tures of Scottish life and scenery. The author sets before us the essential attributes of 
Christian virtue, their deep and silent workings in the heart, and their beautiful mani- 
festations in life, with a delicacy, power, and truth which can hardly be surpa8sed."-Poi< 

Vn —SAM SLICK'S WISE SAWS AND MODEBN 

INSTANCES. 

" The reputation of this book will stand as long as that of Scott's or Bulwer's Novela 
Its remarkable originality and happy descriptions of American life still continue the 
sub jectof universal admiration. The new edition forms a part of Messra Hurst and 
Blackett's Cheap Stuidard Library, which has included some of he very best specimens 
of light literature that ever have been written."— i/eueiHiPer. 
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ym.— OABDDTAL WISEMAITS BEOOLLEOTIONS OF 

THE LAST FOTTE POPES. 

** A piotoreMine book on Borne and its ecclesiastical sovereigns, by an eloquent Boman 
Catholia Cardinal Wiseman has treated a special subject with so mnch geniality, that 
his recollections will excite no ill«feellng in those who are mostconscientioasly opi>osed 
to every idea of hnman infallibility represented in Papal domination."— ^MeMston. 

IX.— A LIFE FOE A LIFE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 
** In * A Life for a Life * the author is fortunate in a good subject, and has produced a 
work of strong effect" — Athenasum. 

X.— THE OLD OOTTRT SUBXnBB. By LEIQE EUNT. 

** A delightful book, that will be welcome to all readers, and most welcome to those 
who have a love for the best kinds of reading.*' — Examiner. 

** A more agreeable and entertaining book has not been published since Boewell pro- 
duced his reminiscences of Johnson." — Ob$erver. 

XI.— MABGABET AND HEE BBIDESMAIDS. 

** We rec(Hnmend all who are in search of a fascinating novel to read this work for 
themselvea They will find it well worth their while. There are a freshness and ori- 
ginality about it quite charming " — Athenmim, 

Xn.— THE OLD JUDGE. By SAM SLICK 

** The publications included in this Library have all been of good quality ; many give 
information while they entertain, and of that class the book before us is a specimen. 
The manner in which the Cheap Editions forming the series is produced, deserves 
especial mention. The paper and print are unexceptionable ; there is a steel engraving 
in each volume, and the outsides of them will satisfy the purchaser who likes to see 
books in handsome uniform." — Examiner. 

XIII.— DABIEN. By ELIOT WABBTIBTON. 

**This last production of the author of 'The Crescent and the Cross ' has the same 
elements of a very wide popularity. It will please its thousands." — Olobt. 

XIV.— FAMILY BOMANCE ; OB, DOMESTIC ANNALS 

OF THE ABISTOCBACY. 

BY SIR BERNARD BURKE, ULSTER KING OF ARMS. 

** It were impossible to praise too highly this most interesting book. It ought to be 
found on every drawing-room table." — Standard. 

XV.— THE LAIBD OF NOBLAW. By MBS. OLIPHANT. 

" The * Laird of Norlaw ' fully sustains the author's high reputation." — Sunday Timet. 

XVI.— THE ENGLISHWOMAN IN ITALY. 

" We can praise Mrs. Gretton's book as interesting, unexaggerated, and full of oppor- 
tune instruction."— 7Vnie«. 

XVn.— NOTHING NEW. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 
'* 'Nothing New * displays all those superior merits which have made ' Johp Halifax' 
one of the most popular works of the day.** — Post. 

XVm.— FBEEBS LIFE OF JEANNE D'ALBBET. 

"Nothing can be more interesting than Miss Freer's story of the life of Jeanne 
D'Albret, and the narrative is as trustworthy as it is attractive." — Post. 

XIX.— THE VALLEY OF A HUNDBED FIBES. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF "MARGARET AJ^D HER BRIDESMAIDS." 
** If asked to classify this work, w eshould give it a place between 'John Halifax * and 
The Caxtons.' ''—Standard, 
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XX.— THE EOMANCE OF THE FORTJM. 

BY PETER BCJRKE, SERGEANT AT LAW. 

" A work of singular interost, which can never fail to charm. The present cheap and 
elegant edition includes the tme story of the OoUeenBawn.*' — Illustrated News. 

XXI.— ADELE. By JULIA KAVANAGH. 

** * Adele * is the best work we have read by Miss Elavanagh ; it is a charming story, 
fall of delicate character-painting." — Athenaeum. 

XXn.— STUDIES FROM LIFE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 
** These * Studies from Life ' are remarkable for graphic power and observation. Th 
book will not diminish the reputation of the accomplished author." — Saturday Review. 

XXm.— GRANDMOTHER'S MONEY. 

** We commend * Grandmother's Money ' to readers in search of a good novel The 
characters are true to human nature, the story is interesting.** — Atherueum. 

XXIV.— A BOOK ABOUT DOCTORS. 

BY J. C. JEAFFRESON. 

** A delightful book.** — Athenaeum. " A book to be read and re-read ; fit for the study 
as well as the drawing-room table and the circulating library.*' — LanoeL 

XXV.— NO CHURCH. 

" We advise all who have the opportunity to read this book.'* — Athenamm. 

XXVL— MISTRESS AND MAID. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

'* A good wholesome book, gracefully written, and as pleasant to read as it is instmo 
tiv&*' — AUtenceum. " A charming tale charmingly told." — Standard. 

XXVn.— LOST AND SAVED. By HON. MRS. NORTON. 

" *Lost and Saved * will be read with eager interest It is a vigorous noveV"— Times. 
** A novel of rare excellence. It is Mrs. Norton's best prose work." — Examiner. 

XXVin.— LES MISERABLES. By VICTOR HUGO. 

AUTHORISED COPYRIGHT ENGLISH TRANSLATION. 

** The merits of ' Les Miserables ' do not merely consist in the conception of it as a 
whole ; it abounds, page after page, with details of unequalled beauty. In dealing with 
all the emotions, doubts, fears, which go to make up our commoa humanity, M. Victor 
Hugo has stamped upon every page the hall-mark of genius." — Quarterly Review. 

XXIX.— BARBARA'S HISTORY. 

BY AMELIA B. EDWARDS. 

** It i not often that we light upon a novel of so much merit and interest as * Barbara's 
History.* It is a work conspicuous for teste and literary culture. It is a very graceful 
and cluirming book, with a well-managed story, clearly-cut characters, and sentimente 
expressed with an exquisite elocution. It is a book which the world will like. This is 
high praise of a work of art, and so we intend it" — Times. 

XXX.— LIFE OF THE REV. EDWARD IRVIN&. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 

** A good book on a most interesting theme." — Times. 

** A truly interesting and most affecting memoir. Irving's Life ought to have a niche 
in every gallery of religious biography. There are few lives that will be fuller of in- 
struction, interest, and consolation."--i9attird(^ Review. 

*'Mrs. Oliphant's Life of Irving supplies a long-felt desideratum. It is oopioos, 
•ameat and eloquent." — Edinburgh Review, 
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XXXL— ST. OLAVE'a 

** This ohanulng noTel is the work of one whopoBsessM % great talent for writhig, at 
well as experience and knowledge of the world. * St Olave's * is the work of an a^Oti 
Tlie i4iole book ia worth reading.'*— iiMouetifa 

XXXn.— SAM SLICE'S AHESIOAXT HUUOmL 

** Dip where yon will into the lottery of fnn, yon are sore to draw oat a prizft*'— Poit 

XXZni.— OHBISTIAN'S MISTAKE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.** 

'* A more charming etory, to our taste, has rarely been written. The writer has hit 
off a circle of varied characters all tme to nature, and has entangled them in a story 
which keeps os in 8a8|>en8e till its knot is happily and gracef oily resolved. Even if 
tried by the standard of the Archbishop of York, we shovJd expect that even he wotdd 
pranonnce * Christian's Mistake* a novel without a fanlt'* — TVmea 

XXXIV.— ALEC FOBBES OP HOWGLEN. 

BY GEORGE MAO DONALD, LL.D. 

" No acoonnt of this story would give any idea of the profound inter^t that pervades 
the work from the first page to the luf'—Atfunmim. 

XXXV.— AONSS. ByMSa OLIFHANT. 

*' * Agnes ' is a novel superior to any of Mrs. Oliphant's former woTkB."—Atftenennn. 
*' A story whose pathetic beauty wui appeal irresistibly to all readera'*— Post 

XXXVI.— A NOBLE LIFE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

"This is one of those pleasant tales in which the author of * John Halifax* speaks 
out of a generous heart the purest truths of lUe.^—Exam^ter. "Few men, and no 
women, will read * A Noble Life ' without finding themselves the better."— 5|»Mfcrfor. 

XXXVn.— NEW AMEBIOA. By HEPWOETH DIXON. 

" A very interesting book. Mr. Dixon has written thoughtfully and weE** — Times. 
Mr. Dixon's very entertaining and instructive work on New America.**— PoU MaU Oat. 
"We recommend every one who feels any interest in human nature to read Mr. 
Dixon's very interesting book." — Saturday Review. 

XXXVIII.— ROBEET FALCONER. 

BY GEORGE MAC DONALD, LL.D. 

" * Bobert Falconer * is a work brimful of life and humour and of the deepest human 
iutereet It is a book to be returned to again and again for the deep and searching 
knowledge it evinces of human thoughts and feelinga*' — Atfunceum. 

XXXIX.— THE WOMAN'S KINGDOM. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 
" * The Woman's Kingdom * sustains the author's reputation as a writer of the 
purest and noblest kmd of domestic storiea — Athenaeum. 

XL.— ANNALS OF AN EVENTFUL LIFE. 

BY GEORGE WEBBE DASENT, D.C.L. 

" A racy, well-written, and original novel The interest never flags. The whole 
work sparkles with wit uud humour.*' — Q^arterly Review. 

" This is a very interesting novel : wit, humour, and keen observation abound in 
every page while the characters are life-like.** — Times. 

XLL— DAVID ELGINBROD. 

BY GEORGE MAC DONALD, LL.D. 

" * David Elginbrod * is a novel which is the work of a man of true genius, and dis- 
plays an original vein of reflection. There is much in his book besides a plot — ^there is 
good writing, there is good thought, and there is a strong religious feeling which will 
attract the highest class of readers."— TVmes. 
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